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Cardinal Beauford, Bp. o^Winchefter, S ^ 

Duke of York, pretending to the Crown, 

Dtt/t^ o/" Buckingham, 
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Dtti^ o/" Somcrfct, > Of the Kings Farty. 

Duke of Suffolk. ) 



Duke of Suffolk, 

Lord C H ffo i<! i o/" the King's Party . 
LordSiy, 

Lord Scales, Governor of the Tower. 
Sir Humphry Stafford, 
Toung Stafford, Aw Brother, 
Alexander. Idcn, a Kcntifh Gentleman, 
Toung Clifford, Son to the Lord Clifford. 
Edward Plantagenet, 7 ^^^ ^^ ^^^ ^^^ ^^ York. 
Richard Plantagenct, j -* 

Vaux, A Sea Captain, and Walter Whitmorc— P/rtf/«. 
A Herald, 

Hume and Southwcl, two Priejs, ^ 

B olin gbrook, ait AJirologer» 
A Spirit attending on ]oxdKVi the Witch, 
Thomas Horner, an Armourer, 
Peter, his Man, 
Clerk of Chatham. 
Mayor Qf St. Albans. 
Simpcox, an Impojler, 

Jack Cade, Bevis, Michael, John Holland^ Dick/il^ Butcher, Smith, 
the Weaver, andfeveral others. Rebels, 

Margaret, Queen to King Henry WSfecretly in Love with the Duke of 

Suffolk. 
Dame Eleanor, Wife to the Duke of GlQuceR.tr, 
MaMifr Jordan, a Witch employed by the Dutchefs of Glouce^er, , 
Wife to Simpcox. 

Pelilioners, Aldermen, a Beadle, Sheriff and Officers, Citizens, with Faul- 

conersy Guards, Meffengers, and other Attendants, 
• The SCEli E is laid very difperfedly infeveral Paris of England. 

THE 



f 



I- 
*TheSecond Part of 

King H E N R r VI. 



ACT I. S G E N Ei*. 

The P A LJ C E. 

Flourijh of Trumpets: then. Hautboys. Enter A"?/!^ Henry, 
Duke Humphry, .Salifbury, Warwick, and Beau- 
ford on ^Ad^we ^4^; The Queen, Suffolk, York, So* 
merfet, and Buckingham on the other. 

Suffolk. 

AS by your high imperial Majefty 
I had in charge ftt my depart from France, 
As procurator for your Excellence, 
To marry Princefs Marg'ret for your Grace; 
So in the famous ancient city, Tours, 
In prefence of the Kings oi France and SiciL 
The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, Alan/on, . ' 
Seven Earls, twelve Barons, twenty reverend Biftiops, 
I have perform'd my talk, and was efpous'd : 
And humbly now upon my bended knee. 
In fight of England and her lordly peers 
Deliver up my title in the Queen 

[Prefenting the Queen to the King. 
To your moft gracious hand; that are the fubflance 
Of that great fhadow I did reprefent: 

* thgfecond Pari, Sec] This and the Third Part were firft written 

under the Title of the Contention of York and Lancafter, printed in 

1600, but fince vaftly improved by the Author. Mr. Pote, 
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*i. ' The Second Part of King H£nry VI. 

The happiefl gift that ever Marquifs gave, 
Tlie faireft Queen that ever King received. 

K. Henry, Suffolk, arife. Welcome, Queen Afflf^arf/.; 
I can cxprefs no kinder fign of love. 
Than this kind kifs. O Lord, that lend'ft me life. 
Lend me a heart replete with ihankfulnefs ! 
For thou haft giv'n me, in this beauteous face, 
A world of earthly bleflings to my foul; 
If fympalhy of love unite our thoughts. 

Q. Mar. Great King of England^ and my gracious 
lord, 
The mutual confrence that jny mind hath had, 
By day, by night, waking, and in my dreams. 
In courtly company, or at my beads-, 
With you mine alder-liefeft Sovereign ; 
Makes me the bolder to falute my King 
With ruder terms ; fuch as my wit affords. 
And over-joy of heart doth minifter. 

K. Henry. Her fight did ravifli, but her grace in 
fpeech, 
Her words y-clad with wifdom's majefiy. 
Make me from wondring fall to weeping joys, 
Such is the fulnefs of my heart's content. 
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 
All kneel. Long live Queen Marg\et^ England's hap- 

pinefs ! 
Q. Mar. We thank you all. [Flouri/h. 

Svff. My lord protestor, fo it pleafe your grace, 
Here are the articles of contracted Peace, 
Between our Sovereign and the French King Charles^ 
For eighteen months concluded by confent. 

Glo, [reads,'] Imprimis, It is agreed between the French 
King, Charles, and William de la Pole Marquifs -of 
Suffolk, Amhcffador for Henry King ^England, that 
the faid Henry Jiall efpoufe the lady Margaret, daugh^ 
ter unto Reignier A*/?/^ o/" Naples, Siciiia, an<ijerufa- 
lern, and crown her Queen of England, ere the thirtieth of 
May ne,\t enfuing. 

Item, 
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The Second Part of King Henry VI. . 5 

Item, That the Dutchy of Anjou, and the County of 
Msiinc, Jhall be releafed and delivered to the King her father. 

[Lets fall the paper. 

K. Henry. Uncle> how now ? 

Glou. Pardon m^, gracious lord ; 
Some fudden qualm hath ftruck. me to the heart. 
And damn'd mine eyes, that I can read no further. 

K. Henry. Uncle of Winchejler^ I pray, read on. 

Win. Item. That the Dutchies of Anjou and Maine 
Jhall be releafed and delivered to the King her father^ andjhe 
fent over of the King of England'j own proper cojl and 
charges, without having any dowry. 

K. Henry. They pleafe us well. Lord Marquifs, 
kneel you down; 
We here create thee the firft duke oi Suffolk^ 
And gird thee with the fword. Coufin of Tork^ 
We here difcharge your Grace from being Regent 
Tth' parts o^ France, till term of eighteen months 
Be full expir'd. Thanks, uncle Winchejler, 
Glo'Jler, York, Buckingham, and Somerfet, 
Saiijhury and Warwick; 

We thank you for all this great favour done, 
In entertainment to my princely Queen, 
Gome, let us in, and with all fpeed provide 
To fee her coronation be performed. 

[Exeunt King, Qiieen, and Suffolk. 

SCENE II. 

Manent the rejl. 
Glo. T> RAVE peers of England, pillars of the fiate, 
JD To you Duke Humphry muft unload his 
grief. 
Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 
What ! did my brother Henry fpend his youth, 
His valour, coin, and people in the wars ? 
Did he fo often lodge in open field, 
In winter's cold, and fiimmer's parching h^at, 
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6 The Second Part of King Henry VI. 

To conquer Trance^ his true inheritance? 
And did my brother Bedford toil his wits 
To keep by policy what Henry got? 
Have you yourfclves, Somerfet^ Buckingham^ 
Brave Tork and Salijbury^ viftorious Warwick^ 
Received deep fears in France and Normandy? 
Or hath mine uncle Beaujord^ and myfelf, 
With all the learned council of the realm. 
Studied fo long, fat in the council-houfe, 
Early and late, debating to and fro, 
How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe, 
And was his Highnefs in his infancy 
Crowned in Paris, in defpight of foes ? 
And fiiall thefe labours and thefe honours die ! 
Shall Henry'' s Conqueft, Bedford's vigilance, 
Your deeds of war, and all our counfel die! 
O peers of England^ fhameful is this league, 
Fatal this marriage; cancelling your fame, 
Bloiting your names from books of memory; 
Razing the charaders of your renown, 
Defacing monuments of conquered France^ 
Undoing all, as all had never been. 

Car, Nephew, what means this paflionate difcourf 
This peroration with fuch circumftances ? 
For France, 'tis ours ; and we will keep it ftill. 

Glo, Ay, uncle, we will keep it if we can ; 
But now it is impoflible we Ihould. 
Suffolk, the new-made Duke that rules the roaft, 
Hath given the dutchy oi Atijomnd Maine 
Unto the poor King Reignier^ whofe large flyle 
Agrees not with the leannefs of his purfe. 

5a/. Now^ by the death of him who dy'd for all^ 
Thefe counties were the keys oi Normandy : 
But wherefore weeps Warwick^ my valiant fon? 

War, For grief that they are paft recovery^ 
For were there hope to conquer them again. 
My fword fliould Ihed hot blood, mine eyes no tea 
Anjou and Maine! myfelf did win them both : 

Th, 
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The Second Part of King He n ry VI. 7 

Thofc provinces thefe arms of mine did conquer. 
And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 
Delivered up again with peaceful words? 

York. For Suffolk's Duke, may he be fuffocale, 
That dims the honour of this warlike ifle! 
Fraiue fliould have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league, 
I never read, but England's Kings have had 
Large fums of gold, and dowries with their wives : 
And our King Henry gives away his own, 
To match with her that brings no vantages. 

Glo. A proper jeft, and never heard before, 
That Suffolk {hould demand a whole fifteenth. 
For cofi and charges in tranfporting her : 
She fhould have ftaid in France, andftarv'd in France^ 
Before 

Car. My lord of Glo'Jler^ now ye grow too hot : 
It was the pleafure of my lord the King. 

Glo, My lord of Winchejier^ I know your mind. 
'Tis not my fpeeches that you do miflike, 
But 'tis ray prefence that doth trouble you. 
Rancour will out, proud prelate; in thy face, 
I fee thy fury : if I longer ftay, 
We Ihall begin our ancient bickerings. 
Lordings, farewel ; and fay, when I am gone, 
I prophefy'd, France will be loft ere long. [Exit. 

Car, So, there goes our proteftor in a rage : 
'Tis known to you, he is mine enemy: 
Nay more, an enemy unto you all ; 
And no great friend, I fear me, to the King. 
Confider, lords, he is the next of blood. 
And heir apparent to the Englijh crown. 
Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 
And all the weaUhy kingdoms of the eaft. 
There's reafon he fhould be difpleas'd at it. 
Look to it, lords, let not his fmoothing words. 
Bewitch your hearts; be wife and circumfpeft. 
What though the common people favour him, 
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8 The Second Pari of King Henry VI. 

Calling him Humphry^ the good Duke o/'Glo'fter, 
Clapping their hands and crying with loud voice, 
Jefu maintain your royal excellence ! 
With, God preferve the good Duke Humphry I 
1 fear me, lords, for all this flattering glofs. 
He will be found a dangerous protcflor. 

Buck. Why {hould he then proteft our fovercign. 
He being of age to govern of himfelf? 
CouGn of Somerfet^ join you with me, 
And altogether with the Duke of Suffolk, 
We'll quickly hoift Duke Humphry from his feat. 

Car. This weighty bufinefs will not brook delay, 
ril to the Duke of Suffolk prefently. [Exit. 

Som. Goufin oi Buckingham^'though Humphry^ spiidQ 
And greatnefs of his place be grief to us, 
Yet let us watch the haughty Cardinal: 
Hijs infolence is more intolerable 
Than all the princes in the land befide: 
If Glo^Jlerhc difplac'd^Jie'U be proteftor. 

Buck. Or Somerfet^ or I, will be proteftor, 
Defpight Duke Humphry^ or the Cardinal. 

[Ex. Buckingham and Somerfet. 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
While thcfe do labour for their own preferment. 
Behoves it us to labour for the realm. 
I never faw, but Humphry Duke of Glo^Jler 
Did bear him like a noble gentleman: 
Oft have I feen the haughty Cardinal 
More like a foldier, than a man o'th' church. 
As ftout and proud as he were lord of all. 
Swear like a ruffian, and demean himfelf 
Unlike the ruler oF a common-weal. 
Warwick my fon, the comfort of my age ! / 

Thy deeds, thy plainnefs, and thy houfe-keepi/ig. 
Have won the greateft favour of the commons,^ 
Excepting none but good Duke Humphry. 
And brother York^ thy ads in Ireland, 
In bringing them to civil difcipline ; 

Thy 



T^e Second Part of King Henry VL 9 

Thy late exploits done in the heart of France^ 
When thou wert regent for our fovcreign. 
Have made thee fear'd and honour'd of the people. 
Join we together for the public good. 
In what we can, to bridle and fupprefs 
The pride oi Stiffbtk^ and the Cardinal, 
With Somerfefs and Buckingham's ambition; 
And, as we may, cherifh Duke Humphry's deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
And common profit of his country ! 

York. And fo fays Tark^ for be hath greateft caufe. 

[Aftde. 

Sal. Then let's make hafte, and look unto the main. 

War. Unto the main? Oh father, Afam^ is loft; 
That MairUy which by main force Warwick did win, 
And would have kept, fo long as breath did laft : 
Main chance, father, you meant ; but I meant Maine^ 
Which I will win from France, or elfe be flain. * 

[Ex. Warwick and 5alift)ury» 

SCENE IIL 

^ Manet York. 

York. AN J U and Maine are given to the French; 

" Paris is loft ; the ftate of Normandy 
Stands on a tickle point, now they are gone: 
Sujgfblk concluded on the articles, 
The peers agreed, and Henry wasVell pleased 
To change two dukedoms for a duke's fair daughter. 
I cannot blame them all, what is't to them? 
'Tis thine they give away, and not their own. 
Pirates may make cheap pennyworths of their pillage, 
And purchafe friends, and give to courtezans, 
Still revelling, like lords, till all be gone : 
While as thd filly owner of the goods 
Weeps over them, and wrings his haplefs hands, 

B5 And 



10 The Second Part of King Henry VI. 

And fliakes his head, and trembling ftands aloof, 

While all is IharM, and all is borne away; 

Ready to flarve, and dares not touch his own. 

So York muft fit, and fret, and bite his tongue, 

While his own lands are bargained for, and fold. 

Methinks, the realms oi England^ Fratue^ and Ireland, 

Bear that proportion to my flefli and blood, 

As did the fatal brand Althea burnt. 

Unto the prince's heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine^ both giv'n unto the French ! 

Cold news for me : for I had hope of France^ 

Ev'n as I have of fertile England's foil. 

A day will come, when York fhall claim his own ; 

And therefore I will lake the Nevills' parts. 

And make a fliew of love to proud Duke Humphry; 

And, when I fpy advantage, claim the Grown ; 

For that's the golden mark I feek to hit. 

Nor fhall proud Lancajleruiurp my right. 

Nor hold the fcepter in his childifh fift, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head, 

Whofe church-like humour fits not for a Crown. 

Then, York, be flill a while, till time do ferve : 

Watch thou, and wake when others be afleep. 

To pry into the fecrets of the State; 

Till Ilenry^ furfeitingin joys of love. 

With his new bride, and England's dear-bought 

Queen, 
And Humphry with the Peers be fall'n at jars. 
Then will I raifc aloft the milk-white Rofe, 
With whofe fweet fmell the air fhall be perfum'd; 
And in my ftandard bear the arms of York^ 
To grapple with the houfe oi Lancajler ; 
And, force perforce, I'll make him yield the Crown, 
Whofe bookifh Rule hath pull'd fair England down. 

[Exit York. 

SCENE 
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S C EN E VI. 

Changes to the Duke of Gloucefter'j Houfe. 

Enter Duke Humphry, and his Wife Eleanor. ^ 

Elean, T 71 7 H Y droops my lord, like over-ripcn'd 

V V com 

Hanging the head with Ceres' plenteous load? 
Why doth the great Duke Humphry knit his brows, 
As frowning at the favours of the world? 
Why are thine eyes fixt to the fullen earth. 
Gazing at that which feems to dim thy fight? 
What feeft thou there? King Henry's Diadem, 
Inchas'd with all the honours of the world ? 
If fo, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 
Until thy head be circled with the fame. 
Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious Gold: 
What ! is't too fliort ? TU lengthen it with mine. 
And, having both together heav'd it up, 
We'll both together lift our heads to heaven: 
And never more abafc our fight fo low. 
As to vouchfafe one glance unto the ground. 

Glo, O Nell, fwect Xell, if thou doft love thy lord, 
Banifh the canker of ambitious thoughts: 
And may that thought, when I imagine III 
Againft my KLing and ntpht\v,\irtuous Henry, 
Be my laft Breathing in this mortal world ! 
My troublous dreams this night do make me fad. 

Elean, Wh2it dreamed rriy lord? tell me, and I'll 
requite it 
With fweet rehearfal of my morning's dream. 

Glo. Me thought, this Staff, mine office-badge in 
Court, 
Was broke in twain ; by whom I have forgot ; 
But, as I think,. it was by th' Cardinal; 
And, on the pieces of the broken wand, 
Were plac'd the heads o^ Edmund Duke oi Somerfet, 
B6 And 



1 2 The Second Part of King Heth ry VI. 

And William de la Pole firft Duke of Suffolk. 

This was the dream; what it doth bode, God knows. 

Elean. Tut, this was nothing but an argument. 
That he, that breaks a flick of Glo'Jlers grove. 
Shall lofe his head for his Prefumption. 
But lift to me, my Humphry^ my fweet Duke: 
Methought, I fat in feat of Majefty, 
In the Cathedral church oiWeJlminJier^ 
And in that Chair where Kings and Queens were 

crown'd ; 
Where Henry and Marg\et kneel'd to me, 
And on my head did fet the Diadem. 

Glo. Nay, Eleanor^ then muft I chide outright :- 
Prefumptuous Dame, ill-nurtur'd Eleanor, 
Art thou not fecond woman in the Realm, 
And the Protedor's wife, belov'd of him? 
Haft thou not worldly pleafure at command. 
Above the reach or compafs of thy thought? 
And wilt thou ftill be hammering treacheiy, 
To tumble down thy hufband, and thyfelf, \ 
From top of honour to difgrace's feet? 
Away from me, and let me hear no more. 

Elean. What, what! my lord! are you fo choleric 
Wiih Eleanor^ for telling but her dream ? 
Next time, Fll keep my dreams unto myfelf. 
And not be check'd. 

Gto. Nay, be not angry, I am pleasM again. 

Enter Mtjfenger, 
Mejf, My lord Proteftor, 'tis his Highnefs'pleafure> 
You do prepare to ride unto St. Albans, 
Whereas the King and Queen do mean to hawi. 
Glo, I go: come, jVf//, thou wilt ride with us? 

[Exit Gloucefter, 
Elean. Yes, my good lord, I'll follow frefently. 
Follow I muft, I cannot go before, • 

While Glo'Jier bears this bafe and humble mind. 
Were I a man. a Duke, and next of blood, 
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The Second Part of King Henry VI. 1 3 

I would remove thefe tedious ftumbling-blocks ; 

And fmooth my way upon their headlcfs necks. 

And being a woman, I will not be flack 

To play my part in Fortune's pageant. 

Where are you there? &ir John; nay, fear not, man, 

We are alone ; here's none but thee and I. 

Enter Hume* 

Hume. Jefus preferve your Royal Majefty! 

Elean. Whatfay'ft thouPMajeily? I am but Grace. 

Hume. But by the grace of God, and Hume's advice. 
Your Grace's title (hall be multiply'd. 

Elean. What fay'ft thou, man ? haft thou as yet 
conferred 
With Margery Jordan^ the cunning witch ; 
And Roger Bolingbrook the conjurer. 
And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Hume. This, they have promifed to fliew your 
Highnefs 
A Spirit rais'd from depth of under-ground. 
That (hall make anfwer to fuch iqueftions. 
As by your Grace (hall be propounded him. 

Elean. It is enough, FU think upon the queftions: 
When from St. Albans we do make return. 
We'll fee thofe things effeftcd to the full. 
Here, Huw^, take this reward; make merry, man. 
With thy confederates in this weighty caufe. 

[Exit Eleanor. 

Hume. Hume muft make merry with the Dutchefs* 
gold: 
Marry, and (hall ; but how now. Sir John Hume? 
Seal up your lips, and give no words, but mum! 
The bulinefs aflkcth (ilent fecrecy. 
Dame Eleanor gives gold to bring the witch, 
Gold cannot cou^e amifs, were (he a devil. 
Yet have I gold, flies from another coall : 
I dare not fay from the rich Cardinal, 
And from the great and new-made Duke of Suffolk ; 
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Yet I do find it (o : for to be plain. 

They (knowing Dame Eleanor^ afpiring humour) 

Have hired xne to undermine the Dutchefs ; 

And buz thefe conjurations in her brain. 

They fay, a crafty knave does need no broker; 

Yet am I Suffolk's^ and the Cardinal's, broker. 

Hume^ if you take not heed, you fliall go near 

To call them both a pair of crafty knaves. 

Well, fo it flands ; and thus I fear at laft, 

Hume's knavery will be the Dutchefs' wreck, 

And her Attainture will be Humphrfs Fall: 

Sort how it will, I fliall have gold for all. [ExU. 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to an Apartment in the Palace. 

Enter threfi or four Petitioners, Peter the Armourers man 
being one. 

I Pet, TV/I Y matters, let's fland clofe ; my lord Pro- 
iVJL teftor will come this way by and by, and 
then we may deliver our fupplications in the ouill. 

2 Pet. Marry, the Lord prote<9: him, for he's a 
good man, Jefu blefs him ! 

Enter Suffolk, and Queen. 

1 Pet. Here a' comes, methinks, and the Queen 
with him : Til be the firft, fure. 

2 Pet. Comeback, fool, this is the Duke of Suffolk, 
and not my lord Protedor. 

Suf. How now, fellow, would'ft any thing with 
me? 

I Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me ; I took ye fpr 
my lordProtedor. 

Q. Mar. To my lord Prote^or. [reading] Are your 
fupplications to his lordfliip? let me fee them; what 
is thine? 

1 Pe. 



The Second' Part of King H e n r r VI* 1 5 

1 Fet. Mine is, an't pleafe your Grace, againft jfoAn 
Goodman^ my lord Cardinars man, for keeping my 
houfe and lands, and wife, and all from me. 

Suf, Thy wife too? that's fome wrong, indeed. 
What*s yours? what's here? [Reads.] Againjl the Duke 
o/"SufFolk.,/t?r inclofmg the Commons of Long Melford. 
How now. Sir Knave ? 

2 Fet. Alas, Sir, I am but a poor petitioner of our 
whole Townfliip. 

Suf. [reads,'] Againjl my majter^ Thomas Horner, 
for faying^ that the Duke of York pas rightful heir to the 
Crown, 

O. Mar, What ! did the Duke of York fay, he was 
rightful heir to the Crown? 

Feter, That my mafter was? no, forfooth; my ma- 
fier faid, that he was ; and that the King was an 
ufurper. 

Suf Who is there? ^Take this fellow in, and 

fend for his mafter with a purfuivant, prefently; well 
hear more of your matter before the King, 

[Exit Peter guarded. 

Q, Mar. And as for you, that love to be proteded 
Undef the wings of our Protedor's Grace, 
Begin your fuits anew, and fue to him. 

[Tears thefuppHcations. 
Away, bafe cullions: Suffolk^ let them go. 

All. Come, let's be gone. [Exeunt Petitioners. 

Qj Mar, My lord of Suffolk^ fay, is this ihe guife ? 
Is this the faftion in the Court o{ England} 
Is this the Government of Britain's ifle ? 
And this the royalty of Albion'^s King ? 
What I {ball King Henry be a Pupil ftill. 
Under the furly Gl6'Jler''s governance? 
Am I a Queen in title and in ftyle. 
And muft be made a Subjeft to a Duke ? 
I tell thee, Fole^ when in the city Tours 
Thou ran'ft a-tilt in honour of my love. 
And ftoirft away the ladies' hearts oi France; 
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I thought, King Henry had refembled thee 

In courage, courtftiip, and proportion: 

But all his mind is bent to holinefs. 

To number Ave Maries on his beads ; 

His champions are the Prophets and Apoftles: 

His weapons holy Saws of facred Writ ; 

His ftudy is his tilt-yard ; and his loves 

Are brazen images of canonized faints. 

I would, the College of the Cardinals 

Would chufe him Pope, and carry him toRome^ 

And fet the triple Crown upon his head; 

That were a ftatc fit for his holinefs .' 

Suf. Madam, be patient ; as I was the caufe 
Your Highnefs came to England^ fo will I 
In England work your Grace's full content. 

Q. Mar. Befid^ theproud Proteftor, have wc Beauford 
Th' imperious Churchman ; Somerfet, Buckingham^ 
And grumbling Tbr/i ; and not thelcaft of thefe 
But can do more in England^ than the King. 

Suf. And he of thefe, that can do moft of all, 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevills; 
Salijlyry and Warwick are no fimple Peers. 

Q. Mar. Not all thefe lords do vex me half fo much. 
As that proud Dame, the lord Protedor's wife : 
She fweeps it through the Court with troops of ladies. 
More like an Emprefs than Duke Humphry's wife. 
Strangers in Court do take her for the Queen; 
She bears a Duke's revenues on her back. 
And in her heart fhe fcorns our poverty. 
Shall I not live to be aveng'd on her? 
Contemptuous, bafe-born, Callot as fhe is. 
She vaunted 'mongft her minions t'other day> 
The very train of her word wearing gown 
Was better worth than all my father's lands ; 
Tili Siiffblk gave two Dukedoms for his daughter ! 
Suf. Madam, myfelf have lim'd a bufh for her. 
And plac'd a quire of fuch enticing birds, 
That fhe will light to liften to their lays ; 

And 
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And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her reft; and, Madam, lift to me; 

For I am bold to counfel you in this ; 

Although we fancy not the Cardinal, 

Yet muft we join with him and with the lords. 

Till we have brought Duke Humphry in difgrace. 

As for the Duke oiYork^ this late complaint 

Will make but little for his benefit. 

So, one by one, we'll weed them all at laft; 

And you y ourfelf (hall fteer the happy Realm. 

SCENE VI. 

To them enter King Henry, Duke Humphry, Cardinal^ 

Buckingham, York, Salifbury, Warwick, and the 

Dutchefs ^Gloucefter. 
K. Henry. TT^OR my part, noble Lords, I care not 

J/ which, 

Or Somerfet^ or fork, all's one to me. 

York. UYork have ill demcan'd himfelf in France^ 
Then let him be deny'd the Regcntfliip. 

Som, If Somerfet be unworthy of the Place, 
Let York be Regent, I will yield to him. 

War, Whether your Grace be worthy, yea or no, 
Difpute not that; York is the worthier. 

Car. Ambitious Warwick^ let thy Betters fpeak. 

War. The Cardinal's not my better in the field. 

Buck, All in this Prefence are thy betters, Wartvick, 

War. Warwick may live to be the bell of all. 

Sal. Peace, Son; and (hew fome reafon, Buckingham^ 
Why Somerfet {h.ovi\d be preferred in this.. 

Q^Mar. Bccaufethe King, forfooth, will have it fo. 

Glo. Madam, the King is old enough himfelf 
To give his Cenfure: thefe are no woman's matters, 

Q; Mar, If he be old enough, what needs your 
Grace 
To be Protedor of his Excellence? 

Glo. 



i8 The Second Part of King Henry VI. 

G/(?. Madam, I am ProtcAor of the Realm, 
And, at his Pleafure, will refign my Place. 

Suf, Refign it then, and leave thine infolence. 
Since thou wert King, (as who is King, but thou ?) 
The Common-wealth hath daily run to wreck. > 
The Dauphin hath prevailed beyond the feas, 
And all the Peers, and Nobles of the Realm, 
Have been as bond- men to thy fov'reignty. 

Car. The Commons haft thou rack'd; the Clergy's 
bags 
Are lank and Iean^Vith thy extortions. 

Som. Thy fumptuous buildings, and thy wife's 
attire. 
Have coft a mafs of public trcafury. 

Buck, Thy cruelty in execution 
Upon offenders hath exceeded law; 
And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q. Mar, Thy fale of offices and towns in Trance^ 
If they were known, as the fufpeA is great. 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

[Exit Glo. 
Give me my fan; what, minion? can ye not? 

[She gives the Dutchefs a box on the ear. 
I cry you mercy, Madam; was it you? 

Elean. Was't I? yea, I it was, proud French-woman: 
Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 
rd fet my ten commandments in your face. 

K. Henry. Sweet aunt, be quiet; 'twas againft her 

will. 
Ftean. Againft her will, good King ? look to't in 
time. 
She'll hamper thee and dandle thee like a baby : 
Though in this place moft Matter wears no breeches, 
She Ihall not ftrike Dame Eleanor unrevenged. - 

[Exit Eleanoi. 
Buck, Lord Cardinal, I'll follow Eleanor^ 
And liften after Humphry^ how he proceeds : 

She's 
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She's tickled now, her fume can need no fpursj 
She'll gallop faft enough to her dcftruftion. 

[Exit Buckingham. 

SCENE VII. 

Re-enter Duke Humphry. 
Glo, TVJO W, lords, my choler being over-blown 

l\l With walking once about the Quadrangle, 
I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 
As for your fpightful falfe objeftions, 
Prove them, and I lie open to the law# 
But God in mercy deal fo with my foul, 
As I in duty love my King and Country! 
But to the matter that we have in hand : 
I fay, my Sovereign, York is meeteft man 
To be your Regent in the Realm of France. 

Suf, Before we make eledion, give me leave 
To Ihew fome reafon of no little force. 
That Tork is moft unmeet of any man. 

York, ril tell thee, Suffolk, why I am unmeet : 
Firft, for Icannot flatter thee in pride; 
Next, if I be appointed for the Place, 
My lord of Somerfet will keep me here 
Without difcharge, money or furniture, 
Till France be won into the Dauphin's hands. 
Laft time, I danc'd attendance on his will. 
Till Paris was befieg'd, famiftiM and loft. 

War, That I can witnefs, and a fouler faA 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Suf. Peace, head-ftrong Warwick, 

War. Image of pride, why Ihould I hold my peace ! 

Enter Horner the Armourer^ and his Man Peter, guarded. 

Suf. Becaufe here is a man accused of treafon : 
Pray God, the Duke o(York excufe himfelfi 
York. Doth any one accufe York for a traitor ? 
K.Henry. What mean'ft thou, Suffolk? tell me, 
what are thefe? 

Suf. 
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Suf» PIcafe it your Majefty, ihis is the man. 
That doth accufe his mafier of high treafon: 
His words were thcfe ; *' that Richard Duke of York 
^' Was rightful heir unto the Englj/hCxo'wn ; 
*"' And that your Majefty was an ufurper'\ 

K. Henry, Say, man; were thefc thy words? 

Arm. Atit fliall pleafc your Majefty, I never faid 
nor thought any fuch matter : God is my witnefs, I 
am falfely accus'd by the villain. 

Pet, By thefe ten bones, my lord, he did fpeak 
them to me in the garret one night, as we were 
fcow'ring my lord o^Tork\ armour. 

Tork, Bafe dunghill villain, and mechanical, 
I'll have thy head for this thy traitor's fpeech: 
I do befeech your royal Majefty, 
Let him have all the rigor of the Law. 

Arm. Alas, my loid, hang me, if ever I fpake the 
words. My accufer is my 'prentice, and when I did 
correcH; him for his fault the other day, he did vow 
upon his knees he would be even with me. I have 
good witnefs of this ; therefore, I befeech your Ma- 
jefty do not catt away an honeft man for a villain's 
accufation. 

K. Henry, Uncle, what fliall we fay to this in Law? 

Glo, This doom, my lord, if I may judge: 
Let Somerfet be Regent o'er the French^ 
Becaufc in Tork this breeds fufpicion. 
And let thefe have a day appointed them 
For Gngle Combat in convenient place; 
For he hath witnefs of his fervant's malice. 
This is the law, and this Duke Humphry s doom. 

K. Henry. Then be it fo : My lord of Somerfet^ 
We make your Grace Regent over the French, 

Som, I humbly thank your royal Majefty. 

Arm', And 1 accept the Combat willingly. 

Teter. Alas, my lord, I cannot fight ; for God's 
fake, pity my cafe; the fpight of Man prevaileth 

againft 
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againft me. O lord, have mercy upon me ! I flball 
never be able to fight a blow : O lord, my heart ! — 

Glo» Sirrah, or you mull fight, or elfe be hang'd. 

K. Henry. Away with them to prifon ; and the day 
of Combat Ihall be the laft of the next month. Come, 
Somerfet^ we'll fee thee fent away. 

[Eouri/h. Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

The Witch's Cave. 

Enter Mother Jordan, Hume, Southwel, and Boling- 
brook. 

Humf. /^O ME, my matters; the Dutchefs, I tell 
V>* you^expefis performance of your promifes. 

Boling. Mailer HumCt we are therefore provided : 
will her ladylhip behold and hear our exorcifms f 

Hume. Ay, what elfe ? fear not her courage. 

Boling. I have heard her reported to be a woman 
of an invincible fpirit ; but it (hall be convenient. 
Matter Hume^ that you be by her aloft, while we be 
bufy below ; and fo I pray you, go in God's name, 
andleave^us. [Exit Hume.] Moiher Jordan^ be prof- 
trate and grovel on the earth ; John Southwell read 
you^ and let us to our work. 

Enter Eleanor, above. 
Elean. Well faid, my matters, and welcome foall: 
to this geer, the fooner the better. 
Boling. Patience, good lady : wizards know their 
times. 
Deep night, dark night, the filent of the night, 
The time of night when Troy was fet on fire. 
The time,whcn fcreech-owis cry, and ban-dogs howl; 
When fpirits walk, and ghofts break up their graves ; 
That time beft tits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, fit you, and fear not; whom we raife, 
We will make fatt within a haliow'd verge* 

[Here 
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[Here they perform the Ceremonies , and make the circle; 
Bolingbrook or Southwel reads^ Conjurote, ^•c. 
It thunders and lightens terribly ;^hen the Spirit rifeih. 
Spirit. Adfum. 

M. Jord. Afmuth^ by the eternal God, whofe name 
And power thou treinbleft at; tell what I aflc; 
For till thou fpeak, thou flialt not pafs from hence. 
Spirit. Afk what thou wilt. — That I had faid, and 

done ! 
Boling. Firft, of the King : What (hall of him be- 

come? 
Spirit. The Duke yet lives, th^iHenry fhall depofe : 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

[As the Spirit/peaks, they write the anfwer, 
Boling, Tell me, what fates await the Duke of Suf 

folk? 
Spirit. By Water fhall he die, and take his end. 
Boling. What {hall befal the Duke ofSomerfet? 
Spirit, Let him fliun Caftles, 
Safer fliall he be on the fandy plains. 
Than where Caftles mounted ftand. 
Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

holing, Defcend to darknefs, and the burning lake: 
Falfe fiend, avoid ! 

[Thunder and Lightning. Spirit defends. 

Enter the Duke ^ York, and the jD«A« o/" Buckingham, 
with their Guards and break in. 

York, Lay hands upon thefe traitors, and their trafti: 
Beldame, I think, we watch'd you at an inch. 
What, Madam, are you there? the King and Realm 
Are deep indebted for this piece of pains ; 
My lord Protedor will, I doubt it not, 
See you well guerdon'd for thefe good deferts. 

Elean.'Hoi half fo bad as thine to England's King, 
Injurious Duke, that threat'ft where is no caufe. 

Buck. True, Madam, none at all : What call you 
this ? 
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Away with them, let them be clapM up clofe. 
And kept apart. You, Madam, Qiall with us. 
Stafford, take her to thee. 
We'll fee your Trinkets here forth-coming all. 

[Epicunt Guards ii;//A Jordan, Southwel, «!rr. 

Tork» Lord Buckingham^ methinks, you watch'd her 
well; 
A pretty Plot, well chofe to build upon. 
Now, pray my lord, let's fefs the devil's Writ. 
What have we here? [Reads. 

The Duke yet lives^ that Henry Jhalt depofe; 
But him out-live, and die^a violent death. 
Why, this is juft, Aio te^ ^acida, Romanos vincere poffi. 
Well, to the reft : 

Tell me, what fates awaits the Duke of Suffolk ? 
By water Jhall he die^ and take his end. 
What fhall betide the Duke oi Somerfet? 
Let himjhun Cajlles^ 
Safer Jhall he be on thefandy plains^ 
than where cajlles mounted Jiand. 
Come, Come, my lords ; 
Thefe Oracles are hardily attained. 
And hardly underftood. 

The King is now in progrefs tow'rds St. Albans ; 
With him, the hulband of this lovely lady : 
Thither go thefe news, as faftas horfecan carry them: 
A forry breakfaft for my lord Prote£lor. 

Buck. Your Grace fliall give me leave, my lord of 
York, 
To be the Poft, in hope of his reward. 

York. At your pleafure, my good lord. 
Who's within there, ho? 

Enter a Serving-man. 

Invite my lords of Salifbury and Warwick^ 
To fup with me to-morrow night. Away I [Exeunt. 

ACT 
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ACT 11. SCENE I. 

AtSL ALBANS. 

Enter King Henry, Queen ^ TroteHor, Cardinal^ and Suf- 
folk, with Faulkners hallooing. 

Qj Margaret. 

BELIEVE me, lords, for flying at the brook, 
I fawnot better fport thefe feven years' day; 
Yet, by your leave, the wind was very high, 
And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone out. 

K.Henry, But what a point, my lord, your Faul- 
con made^ 
And what a pitch (lie flew above the reft : 
To fee how God in all his creatures works! 
Yea, man and birds are fain of climbing high. 

Siif. No marvel, an it like your Majefly, 
My lord Proteftor's Hawks do towre fo well ; 
They know, their Matter loves to be aloft. 
And bears his thoughts above his Faulcon's pitch. 

Glo, My lord, 'tis but a bafe ignoble mind. 
That mounts no higher than a bird can foar. 

Car, I thought as much, he'd be above the clouds. 
Glo. Ay, my lord Card'nal, how think you by that? 
Were it not good, your Grace could fly to heav'n? 
K. Henry. The trcafury of everlafting joy ! 
Car. Thy heaven is on earth, thine eyes and thoughts 
Bent on a Crown, the treafure of thy heart; 
Pernicious Proteftor, dangerous Peer, 
That fmooth'fl: it fo with King and Common-weal! 

Glo. What, Card'nal! Is your priefihood grown 
fo peremptory ? Tantane animis Coelefiibus ira 7 
Churchmen fo hot? good uncle, hide fuch malice. 
With fuch Holinefs can you do it ? 

Suf. No malice, Sir, no more than well becomes 
So good a quarrel, and fo bad a Peer. 
/^/^, As who, my lord ? 

Suf. 
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Siif. Why, as yourfelf, my lord ; 
An't like your lordly, lord Proteftorfhlp. 

Glo, Why, Suffolk, England knows thine infolence. 
Q. Mar, And thy ambition, Glojier, 
K. Henry. I pr'ythee, peace, good Queen ; 
And whet not on thefe too too furious Peers, 
For blefled are the peace-makers on earth. 

Car. Let me be blefled for the peace I make, 
Againft this proud Proteftor, with ray fword ! 
Glo. Faith, holy uncle, 'would 'twere come^ 

to that 
Car. Marry, when thou dar'fi. 
Glo. Make up no faflious numbers for the 

matter, V AfuU. 

In thine own perfon anfwer thy abufe. 
Car. Ay, where thou dar'ft not peep : and, 
if thou dar'ft. 
This Evening on the eaft fide of the grove, ^ 

K. Henry. How now, my lords? ; ,[ 

Car. Believe me, coufin Glo'Jler^ I 

Had not your man put up the fowl fo fuddenly. 

We'd had more fport Come with thy two-hand 

fword. [Afide to Gloucefter. 

Glo. True, uncle. 'i 

Car. Are you ad vis'd? — The eaft fide of the Grove? 
Glo. Cardinal, 1 am with you. [Afide. 

K, Henry. Why, how now, uncle Glo'Jler ? , 

G/o. Talking of hawking; nothing, elfe, ray lord.— 
Now, by God's mother, Piieft, I'll Ihave your crown 

for this, 
Or all my Fence Diall fail. [Afide. 

Car, [Afide.] Medice, teipfum. 
Protcflor, fee to't well, proteft yourfelf. 

K. Henry. The winds grow high, fo do your flo- 
machs, lords. 
How irkforae is this raufic to ray heart I 
When fuch firings jar, what hopes of harmony ? 
I pray, my lords, let me compound lV\\^ ?l\\U. 

Vol. VL G ^Q.^^^. 
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S C E N E II. 

FMer One^ trying ^ A Miracla! 
Glo, T ]1 rHAT me^ns this noife ? • 

V V Fellow, what miracle doft thou proclaim? 
One. A miracle, a miracle ! 

Suf. Come to the King, and tell him what miracle. 
Of/e.' Forfooth, a^ blind man at St. AlharCs flirine, 
Withiri this half hour hath receivM his fight ; 
A man^ that ne'er faw in hi« life before. 

K. Henry. Now God be prais'd, that to bdieviilg 
fouls 
Gives light in darknefs, comfort iri defpair ! 

Enter the Mayor of St. Albans, and his brethren, bear- 
ing Simpcox between two in a chair., SimpcoxV wife 
following. 

Car. H^re come the townfmen on proceffion. 
Before your Highnefs to prefent the man. 

K. Henry. Great is his comfort in this earthly vale, 
Though by his fight his fin be multiply'd. 

Glo. Stand by, my matters, bring him near the 
• King,^ 
His Highnefs' pleafure is to talk with him. 

K. Henry. Good fellow tell us here the circumftancc. 
That, we, for thee, may glorify the Lord. 
What, haft thou been long blind, and now reftor'd? 

Simp. Born blind, an't pleafe your Grace. 
•. Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 

Sif. What woman is this ? 

Wife. His wife, an't like your worfhip, 

Glo. Had'ft thoubeenhis mother, thou couldft have 
beltertold. 

K. Henry. Where wert thou born ? 

Simp. At Berwick in the north, an' t like your Grace. 

K. Henry. Poor foul ! God's goodnefs hath been 
great to thee : 

Let 
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Let never day or night unhallowed pafs, . 
But ftill remember what the Lord hath done. 

Queen, Teli me, good fellow, cam'ft thou here by 
, chance. 
Or of devotion, to this holy Ihrine? 

Simp. God knows, of pure devotion ; being call'd 
A hundred times and oftner, in my fleep 
By good Saint Alban ; who faid, Simpcox, come ; 
Come, offer at my flirine, and I will help thee. 

Wife, Moft true,forfootb ; and many a time and oft 
Myfelf have beard a voice to call him fo. 

Car, What, art thou lame ? 

Simp, Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Sibf, How cam' ft thou fo ? 

Simp, A f^U off a tree. 

Wife, A plum-tree, raafter. 

Glo, How long haft thou been blind ? 

Simp, O, born fo, mafter. 

Glo, What, and would'ft climb a tree ? 

Simp. But once in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wife, Too true, and bought his climbing very dear. 

Glo, Mafs, thou lov'dft plums well, that would'ft 
venture fo.. 

Simp. Alas, good Sir, my wife deGr'd fome damfons. 
And made me climb, with danger of my life. 

Glo. A fubtle knave ! but yet it (hall not ferve : 
Let's fee thine eyes ; wink now, now open them ; 
In my ppinibn, yet, thou fee'ft not well. 

Simp, ye$, mafter, clear as day; I thank God and 
S'd'int Alban,' ' ' 

Glo, Say'ftthou me fo? what colour is this cloak of? 

Simp. Red, mafter, red as^ blood. 

Glo, Why, that's, well faid: what colour is^ my 
gown of? 

Simp, Black, forfooth, coal-black, as jet. 

K. Henry, Why then thou know'ft what colour jet 
is of? 

Suf And yet, I think, jet did he never fee, 

C 2 C,\q, 
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Gh, But cloaks and gowns, before this day, a manyJ 

Wife. Never before this day, in all his life. 

Glo, Tell me. Sirrah, what's my name? . 

Simp» Alas, mafter, I know not. 

Glo. What's his name? 

Simp, I know not* 

Glo, Nor his ? 

Simp, No, indeed, mafter. 

Glo, What's thine own name? ' 

Simp, Saunder Simpcox^ an if it pleafe you, maflen 

Glo, Saunder y fit there, the lying'ft knave in Chrir 
tendom. 
If thou had'ft been born blind. 
Thou might'ft as well know all our names, as thus 
To name the feveral colours we do wear. 
Sight may diftinguifh colours :. 
But fudden to nominate them all, 
It is impoflible. 

My Lords, Saint Albati here hath done a miracle : 
Would yc not think that Cunning to be great, 
That could reftore this cripple to his legs? 

Simp, O matter, that you could f 

Glo, My matters of Saint Albans, 
Have you not beadles in your town. 
And things call'd whips ? 

Mayor, Yes, my lord, if it pleafe your Grace. 

Glo, Then fend for one prefentiy. 

Mayor, Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither firaight. 

[Exit Mejfenger. 

Glo, Now fetch me a ftool hither. Now, Sirrah, 
it] you mean to fave yourfelf from whipping, leap me 
over this ftool, and run away. 

Simp, Alas, matter, I am not able to ftand alone: 
you go about to torture me in vain. 

Enter a Beadle with Whips. 
Glo, Well, Sir, we mutt have you find your legs. 
Sirrah, beadle, whip him till he leap over that fame 
yiooA Bead. 
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Bead. I will, my lord. Come op. Sirrah, off with 

your doublet quickly. 
Simp. Alas, matter, what fhall I do ? I am not able 

to ftand. 

[Afur the beadle hath hit him once^ he leaps over the Jlool 
and runs away; and they follow and cry^ A miracle! 

K. Henry. O God, fee'ft thou this, and bcar'ft fo 
long ! 

Queen. It made me laugh to fee the villain run. 

Glo. Follow the knave, and take this drab away. 

Wife. Alas, Sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipt through every market 
town, till they come to Berwick, from whence they 
came. [Exit Beadle with the Woman. 

Car. Duke Humphry has done a miracle to day. 

5m/. True; made the lame to leap, and fly away. 

Glo. But you have done more miracles than I ; 
You made in a day, my lord, whole towns to fly. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Buckingham. 
K. Henry. \ ^ T H A T tidings with our couHn Bucking- 
VV ham? 

Buck. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold: 
A fort of naughty petfons, lewdly bent. 
Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the Protestor's wife, 
(The nng-leaderand hcadof all this rout) 
Have praftis'd dangeroufly againft your ftate; 
Dealing with witches and with conjurers. 
Whom we have apprehended in the fa<5, 
Raifing up wicked Spirits from under ground; 
Demanding of King Henry s life and death. 
And other of your Highnefs' privy-council. 
As more at large your Grace fhall underftand. 

Car. And fo, my lord Protedor, by this means 

C 3 Xwvx 
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Your lady is forth coming, yet at London. 

This nevNS, I think, hath turned your'vveapon's edge* 

'Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

lAJide to Glo'fler. 

G/d.N Ambitious Churchman! leave t'afflift my 
heart! 
Sorrow and grief have vanquifh'd all my powers ; 
And vanquifh'd as I am, I yield to thee, 
-Or to the meaneft groom. , [ones, 

K* Henry. God, what mifchiefs work the wicked 
Heaping confufion on their oWh heads thereby ! 

Qjicen. Glo^Jler^ fee here thetainture of thy heft, 
And look, thyfeif be faultlefs, thou wert beft. 

Clo, Madam, for myfelf, to hfav'n I do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my King and common-weal : 
And for my wife, I know not how it ftands. 
Sorry am I to hear what I have heard; 
Noble fhe is ; but if fhe have forgot 
Honour and Virtue, arid coiivers'd with fuch 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility; 
I banifli her my bed and corripany : 
And give her as a prey to law and fliame, 
That hath difhonour'd Ghyier's honeft name, [here; 

K. Henry. Well, for this night we will repofc us 
To-morrow toward London back again. 
To look into this bufinefs thorotighly. 
And call thefe foul offenders to their anfwers ; 
And poife the Caufi^ in Juftice' equal fcales, 
Whofc beam flands fure, whofe rightful caufe pre- 
vails, [flourijh. Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Change i to the Duke. of York" s Palace. 

Enter York^ Salifbury, and WatWick. 

York. TVyO W, my good lords oi Salijhury add War- 

l\ wick, 

Our fimple fupper ended, give me leave, 

la 
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In this clofe walk to fatisfy myffclf ; 
In craving your opinion of my Title, 
Which is in fallible, to England's prown. 

Sal, My lord, I long to hear it thus at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin ; and if thy Claim be gooH^ 
The Nevills are thy fubjefts to command, 

York. Then thus : 
Edward the Third, my lords, had feven fons : 
The firft, Edward the black Prince, Prince of Wales; 
The fecpnd, William o{ Hatfield; and the third, 
Lionel^ Duke oi Clarence; next to whom 
Was John oi Gaunt, the Duke of Lancajler; 
The fifth was Edmond LangJey^ Duke of ybr^i; 
The fixth, was Thomas ofWoodJlock^ Duke oUGlo'Jler; 
William of Wind/or was the feven th and la ft. 
Edward the black Prince dy'd before his father. 
And left behind him Richard^ hi$ only fon, 
Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd King; 
Till Henry Bolingbroke^ Duke of Lancajler^ 
The eldeft fon and heir of J^Art of Gflttn^, 
Crawn'd by the name of Henry the Fourth, . . ' 
Seiz'd on the realm ; depos'd the rightful King^ / 
Sent his poor Queen to France from whence ihe tame. 
And him to Pom/ret; where, as all you know, 
Harmlefs K.'\ng Richard trait'roufly was murdcrM. . 

War. Father, the Duke hath told the truth; 
Thus got the, houfc of jLanf^y^er the Crown. 

York, Which now they hold by force, and not by 
right; 
For Richard, the firft fon's heir being dead, 
The Iffue of the next fon fliould have reigned. 

SaL But William of Hatfield dy'd without an heir. 

York. The third fon, Duke of Clarence, from whofc 
Line 
I claim the Crown, bad iffue Philip,, a daughter. 
Who married Edmond Mortimer,, Eixi of March. 
Edmond had iffue ; Roger Earl of March : 
Roger had iffue ; Edmond. Arine^ and Eleanor. 

C 4 SaL 
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Sal. This Edmonds in the reign oi Bolinghroke^ 
As 1 have read, laid Claim unto the Grown ; 
-And, but for Owen Glendour^ had been King; 
Who kept him in captivity, till he dy'd, 
3ut, to the reft 

York. His eldeft fitter, Anne^ 
My mother, being heir unto the Crown, 
Married RUhard Earl o^ Cambridge^ 
Wlio was the fon to Edmond Langley^ 
Edward the Third's fifth fon. — — 
Hy her I claim the Kingdom ; fce was heir 
To Roger Earl oi March ^ who was the fon 
Oi' Eidmond Mortimer^ who married PAi///?, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel Duke oi Clctrena. . 
So, if the Iffue of the elder fon 
Succeed before the younger, I am King. 

War, What plain proceeding ii^ more plain than 
this? 
Ilcnrj/ do\h claim the Crown (torn John oi Gaunt ^ 
The fourth fon; York here claims it from the third* 
Till Lioners iffue fail, his (hould not feign ; 
It fails not yct» but flouriflieih in thee 
And in thy fons, fair flips of fuch a (lock. 
Then, father 5a/^/5^rj, kneel we together. 
And in this private Plot be we the firft» 
That (hall falute'our rightful Sovereign 
With honour of his birth-right to the Crown. 

Both. Long live our Sovereign Richard^ England^s 
King! 

York, We thank you, lords : butIam*notyourKing» 
*Till I be crown'd ; and that my fword be ftain'd 
With heart-blood of the Houic oi Lancajta' : 
, And that's not fuddenly to be perform' d, 
But with advice and filent fecrecy. 
Do you, as I do, in thefe dang'rous days. 
Wink at the Duke of Suffolk's Ihfolence, 
At Beatiford's Pride, at Somerfefs Ambition, 
At Buckingham^ and all the crew of them; 

Till 
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Till they have fnar'd the fliepherci of the flock, 
That virtuous Prince, the good Duke Humphry : 
Tis That they fcek ; and they in feeking That 
Shall feek their deaths* ii' Tork can prophefy. 

SaL My lord, here break we oflF; we know your 
mind. 

War. My heart aflures me, that the Earl of War^ 
wick 
Shall one day make the Duke o^ Tork a King. 

Tork. And, Nevill, this I doaflure myfelf : 
Richard fhall live to make the Earl of Warwick 
The greatell man in England^ but the King« [ExeunL 

S G E N E V. 

Changes to a Houfe near to Smithfield. 

Sound Trumpets, Enter King Heniy and Nobles ; the 
Dutchefs^ Mother Jordan, Southwel, Hume, and. 
Bolingbroke^ under guard. 

K. Henry. QTAND forth. Dame Eleanor Cohham, 

\J Glojlers wife. 

In fight of God and us your guilt is great; 
Receive the fentence of the law for fins, 
Such as by God's Book are adjudg'd to death. 
You four from hence to prifon, back again; 
From thence unto the place of execution; 
The Wiich in Smithfield QiM. be burn'd to aflies. 
And you three (hall be ftrangJed on the gallows. 
You, Madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Defpoiled of your hopour in your life. 
Shall after ^hree days open Penance done, 
Live in your Country here, in Banifhment, 
With Sir J(?j72 Stanley in the IJle o^ Man, 

Elean, Welcome is exile, welcome were my death. 

Glo. The law, ihoufeeft, hath judg'd thee, Eleanor; 
I cannot juftify, whom law condemns. 

[Exeunt Eleanor, and the others^ guarded^ 
. i ^ G 3 Mine 
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Mine eyes arc full of tears, my hea^t of grief. 
Ah, Humphry ! this diihohour in thine age 
Will bring thy head with forrow to the ground. 
I befeech your Majcfty, give mef leave ito go ; 
Sorrow would Solace, and my* age Would &afe. 
K. Henry. Stay Humphry, Duke of Gio'Jier; ere 
thoii go, 
Give up thy ftafF; Henry will to himfelf 
Pro'teftor be, and God fcall be my hope. 
My flay, my guide, and lah thorn to my feet. 
And go in peace, Humphry, no lefs beloved, 
Than when thou wen Protedor to thy King. 

Q. Ma,r, I fee no reafon, why a King of years 
Should be to be proteAed like* a child : ' 
God and King Henry govern England's realm : 
Give up your ftaff. Sir, and the King his realm, 
Glo, My ftaff? here, noble Henry^ is my ftaff: 
As willingly do I ihe fame refign. 
As e'er thy father H^Mfji made it mine; 
And even as willing at thy feet I leave it. 
As others would ambitioufly receive it. 
Farewel, good King; when I am dead and gone. 
May honourable peace attend thy throne. 

[Exit Glo Rqt. 
Qj Mar. Why, now is Henry King, and Marg*r'.t 
Qiieen. 
And HMr7i/Mr)', Duke of Glo'Jer, fcaree himfelf, 
That bears fo (hrcwd a maim ; two pulls at once; 
His lady banUh'd, and a limb lopt off: 
This ftaff of honour raught, there let it ftand. 
Where beft it fits to be, in Henrfs hand. [fprayes ; 
^uf. Thus droops this lofty pine,- and hangs his 
Thus Eleanor's pride dies in her younger days. 

York. Lords, let him go. Pleafe it your Majefty,- 
This is the day appointed for the combat. 
And ready are th' appellant and defendant. 
The armourer and his man, to enter the lifts, 
So pleafe yourHighnefs to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar. 
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Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purpofely therefore 
Left I the court, to fee this quarrel try'd. 

K. Henry. A'God's name, fee the lifts ax>d all things 
fit; . 

Here let tbcm end it, and God guard the right ! 

York. I never few a fellow worfe beftcad. 
Or ifiore afr^rid to* fight, than is th' appellant! 
The fervani af the armourer, my lords. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter at one door the armourer and his neighbours^ drink- 
ing to him Jo much., that he is drunk; and he enters 
with a drumr before him^ and his fiqff with a fand-bag 
fajlned to it; and at the ether door his man^ with a drum 
and fand-bag^ and prentices drinking to him. 

1 Neigh. T T ERE, neighbour /forn^r, I drink to you 
Xn in a cup of fack ; and fear not, nefigh- 

bour, yofu fliall do wcU enough. . 

2 Neigh, And here, neighboiir, here's a cup of 
charneco. 

3 Neigh. And here's a pot of good double beer, 
neighbour; drink, and fear not your man. 

Arm. Let it come, i'faith, and Fil pledge you all ; 
and a fig for Feler. 

1 Pren. Here, Peter^ I dritik to thee, and be not 
afraid. 

s Pren. Be merry, Peter^ and fear not thy matter ; 
fight for the credit of the prentices. 

Peter. I thank you all; drink and pray for me, I 
pray you ; for, I think, I have taken my laft draught 
in this world. Here, Robin : if I die, I give thee my 
apron; and, TW/, thou (halt. have my hammer; and 
here, Torii, take all the money that I have. O Lord, 
blefs me I pray God ; for I am never able to deal 
with my matter, he hath learn'd fo much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to blows. 
Sirrah, what's thy name ? 

C6 l^tUT* 
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PeUr. PeUr^ forfooih. 

Sal. Peter? what more? 

PeUr. thump. 

SaL Thump? Then fee thou thump thy maffer well. 

Arm. Matters, I am come hither as it were upo» 
my man's inftigation, to prove him a knave andmy- 
felf an honeft man : and touching the Duke of York^ 
I will take my death I never meant him any ill, nor 
the King, nor- the Queen ; and therefore, Peter ^ have 
at thee with a downright blow, as Bevis oi^ Southamp- 
ton fell upon Ajc apart, 

York . Di fpatch: this kn ave's ton gue begins to double. 
Sound trurr^pcts; alarum to the combatants. 

[Theyjight^ and Peter Jlrikes him down. 

Arm. Hold, Peter ^ hold ; I confefs, 1 confefs trea- 
fon. [Dies, 

York. Takeaway his weapon: fellow, thank God, 
and the good wine in thy matter's way. 

Pder. O God, have 1 overcome mine enemy in 
this prefence?* 
O Peter^ thou haft prevaifd in right. 

K. Henry. Go, take hence that traitor from ourfight. 
For by his death we do perceive his guilt. 
And God in juflice hath reveard to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor fellow, 
Which he had thought to murder wrongfully. 
,Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VII. 

The STREET 

Enter Duke Humphry and his Men^ in Mourning Cloaks. 
G/o.'Tn HUS fometimeshaththebrightettdayatloud; 

X And, after fummer, evermore fucceeds / 
The barren winter with his nipping cold ; ' 

So cares and joys abound, as feafons fleet. 
Sirs, what's a-ciock ? 

Serv. 
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Serv. Ten,- my Lord. 

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed mc. 
To watch the coming of my punifli'd datchefs: 
*Unncath may fhe endure the flinty ftrcets. 
To tread them with her tender- feeling feet. 
Sweet XW/, ill can thy noble mind a-brook 
The abje£l people gazing on thy face. 
With envious looks ftill laughing at thy fliame; 
That erft did follow thy proud chariot-wheels, » 

When thou did ft ride in triumph thro' the ftreets. 
But foft ! I think, fhe comes ; and Fli prepare 
My tearftain'd eyes to fee her miferies. 

Enter the Dutche/s in a white Sheet, and a Taper burning 
in her hand, with Sir John Stanley, a Sheriff' and 
Officers, 

Serv. So pleafe your Grace, we'll take her from 
the Sheriff. 
. Glo. No, flir not for your liy^s, let her pafs by. 

Elean, Come you, my lord, tcjfee my open fhame? 
Now thou dofl penance too. Look, how they gaze ! 
Sec, how the giddy multitude do point. 
And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thcc! 
Ah, Glo'Jler^ hide thee from their hateful looks; 
And in thy clofet pent up, rue my fhame. 
And ban our enemies, both mine and thine. 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell; forget this grief. 

Elean, Ah ! Glo'Jter, teach me to forget myfelf : 
For whilfl I think I am thy married wife. 
And thou a prince, proteftor of this land ; 
Methinks, I fliould not thus be led along, 
Maird up in fliame, with papers on my back ; 
And foUow'd with a rabble, that rejoice 
To fee my tears, and hear my deep^fetch'd groans. 
The ruthlefs flint doth cut my tender feet ; 
And when I flart, the cruel people laugh : 
And bid me be advifed how I tread. 

* Unneaih] i. c. fcarccly. Mr. Pope. 
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Ah ! Humphry, can I bear this fliamcful yoke? 

Trow'ft thau, that e'er V\l look upon the world. 

Or count them happy, ihat enjoy the fun ? 

No ; dark (hall be my light, and night my day. 

To tnink upon my pomp, ftiall be my hell. 

Sometime Til fay, I am Duke Humphrfs wife, y 

And he a prince, and ruler of the land : 

Yet fo he rul'd, and fuch a prince he was, 

That be flood by, whilft 1, his forlorn dutchcfs. 

Was made 2 wonder and a pointing-flock 

To every idle, rafcal follower. 

But be thpu mild, and blufh not at my fhame. 

Nor ftir at nothing, till the ajce of death 

Hang over thee, as, fure, it fliortly will. 

for Suffolk, [tie that can do all in all 

With her, that hateth thee and hates us all) 

And Tork^ and impious Beaufotd, that falfe pricft» 

Have all lim'd bufhes to betray thy wings ; 

And fiy thou, how thou c'anft, they'll tangfc thee: • 

But fear not thou, until thy foot be fnar'd, 

Nor never feck prevention of thy foes. 

Glo, Ah, Nell ^ forbear; thou aimeft all awry. 
I niuft offend, before I be attainted: 
And, had I twenty times fo fnany foes, 
And each of them had twenty limes their power, 
All thefc could not procure riie any fcathc, 
So Jong as I am loyal, true, and crimelefs. 
Wouldftiiave me refcue thee from this reproach ? 
Why, yel thy fcandal were not wip'd away ; 
Bat 1 in danger for the breach of law. 
Thy greatefl help is quiet, gentle Nell: 
I pray thee, fort thy heart to patience; 
Thefe few days' wonder wiU be quickly worn. 

Enter a Herald. 
Her, I fummon your Grace to his Majefty's par- 
liament holden at Bur)\ the lirft of thi« next month. 
Glo. And my confent ne'er afk'd herein before? 

This 
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Thw is clofe dealtag. Well^ I will be there ; 

[Exii Herald. 
My Nell, I take rrty leave: and, maftet Sheriff, 
Let tiot her penance exceed the King's commiffion. 
Sher, An't pleafe your Grace, htrt my ccMnmifiion 
flays : 
And Sir JcfhnSianief is apf)oi*ntcd now, 
To take her with him to the JJle of Man. 

Glo. Muft you. Sir John, proteft my lady here ? 
Stuti, So am I giv'n in charge, may't pleafe your 
Grace. 
' Glo. Entreat her not the worfe, in that I pray 
You ufe hor well; the world may laugh again; 
And I may live to do you kindnefs, if 
You do it her : and fo. Sir John, farewel. 

Ekan. What gone, my lord, and bid me not 

farewel ? 
Glo. Witrieft my fears, I cannot ftay to fpeak. 

' - [£x?7 Gloucefter. 

Elean. Aft thou gone too? all comfort go with thee! 
For none abides with me; my joy is death ; 
Death, at whofe x^ame I oft have been afraid, 
Becaufc I wilb'd this world's eternity. 
Stanley, I pr'ythee, go and take the hence, 
I care not whither, for I beg no favour ; 
Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, Madam, that is to the JJle of Afflrt; 
There to be usM according to your ftate. 

Elean. That's bad enough, fori am but reproach : 
And fhall I then be lis\d reproachfully ? 

Stan. No; like a Dutchefs, and Duke Hufnphry^s 
lady, ^ 

According t^ that ftate you (ball be us'd. 

Elean. Sheriff^ farewel, and better than I fare; 
Although thou hslft been condud of rnv fliame. ^ 
Sher. It is my office; madam, pardon me. 
Elean. Ay, ay, farewei; thy office is difcharg'd. 
Come, 6Vtf«/£)^, Ihali we go .? 

Stan. 



40 The Second Part of King Henry Vh 

Stan, Madam, your penance done, throw ofiF this 
(heet, » 

And go we to attire you for our journey. 

Elean. My (hame will not be fliifted with my flieet: 
No, it will hang upon my richeft robes, 
And (hew itfelf, attire me how I can. 
Go, lead the way, 1 long to fee my prifon. [Exeunt^, 

ACT III. S C E N E L 

^/ BURY, 

Enter King Henry, Qiieen, Cardinal, SuflFolk, York^ 
Buckingham, Salifbury and Warwick, io the Parlia- 
ment, 

K, Henry. 

IMufe, my lord of Glo'Jler is not come : 
'Tis not his wont to be the hindmoft man. 
Whatever occafion keeps him from us now, 

QjMar, Can you not fee ? or will you not obfervc 
The ftrangenefs of his altered countenance? 
With what a majefty he bears himfelF, 
How infolent of late he is become. 
How peremptory and unlike himfelf ! 
We know the time, fince he was mild and afiable ; 
And if we did but glance a far-oflflook. 
Immediately he was upon his knee; 
That all the court admir'd him for fubmiflion. 
But meet him now, and be it. in the morn. 
When cv'ry one will give the time of day. 
He knits his brow and (hews an angry eye; 
And paffeth by with fliff unbowed knee, 
Difdaining duty that to us belongs. 
Small curs are not regarded, when they grin ; 
But great men tremble, when the lion roars; 
And Humphry is no little man in England, 
Firft note, that he is near you in defcent; 

And 
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And (hould you fall, he is the next will mount. 

Me feemetb then, it is no policy, 

(Refpeding what a rancorous mind he bears. 

And his advantage following your deceafe) 

That he fliould come about your royal pcrfon. 

Or be admitted to your Highnefs' council. 

By flattVyhath he won the common hearts : 

And when he'll pleafe to make commotion, 

'Tis to be fear'd, they all will follow him. 

Now 'tis the fpring, and weeds are flial low-rooted. 

Suffer them now, and they'll o'er-grow the garden; 

And choak the herbs for want of hulbandry. 

The reverent care, I bear unto my lord. 

Made me coUeft thefe dangers in the. Duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman'i fear: 

Which fear, if better reafons can fupplant, 

I will fubfcribe, and fay, I wronrgM the Duke. 

My Lords of Siiffolk^ Buckingham^ and Tork; 

Reprove my allegation, if you can ; 

Or elfe conclude my words efFedual. 

Suf. Well hath your Highnefs feen into this Duke^ 
And, had I firft been put to fpeak my mind, 
I think, I fliould have told your Grace's tale. 
The Dutchefs, by this fubornation, 
Upon my life, began her devilifli pradices : 
Or if he were not privy to thofe faults, 
Yet, by reputing of his high defcent, 
As next the King he was fuccefTive heir. 
Arid fuch high vaunts of his nobility, 
Did inftigate thebedlafn brain-fick Dutchefs 
By wicked means to frame our fov'reign's fall. 
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep; 
And in his fimple fhcw he harbours treafon. 
The fox barks not, when he would fleal the lambw 
No, no, my fovereign ; Giojler is a man 
Unfounded yet, and full of deep deceit- 

Car, Did he not, contrary to form of law, 
Devife ftrange deaths for fmall offences done? 

York. 
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York, And did he not, in his proteftorfliip. 
Levy great funis of money through the realm 
For foldiers' pay in France, and never fent it? 
JBy means whereof, the towns each day revoked. 

Buck.Tut^ thcfe are petty faults to faults unknown; 
Which time will bring. to light in fmooth liiike 

Humphry. 
K. Henry, My Lords, at once; the carfe you have 

of us. 
To mow down thorns that would annoy our foot, 
Is worthy praife; but fhall I fpeak my confcicncc?- 
Our kinfman Gld*Jler is as innocetit 
From meaning treafon tp our royal perfon. 
As is the fucking lamb or harmlfefs dove : 
The Duke is virtuous, mild, and too well given 
To dream on evil, or to work my downfal. 

Q; Mar. Ah ! what's niore dangerous than thif 

fond affiance? 
Seems he a dove? his feathers are but borrowed ; 
For he's difpofed as the hateful Raven. 
Is ht a lamb ? his (kin is, furely, lent him ; 
For he's inclinM as is the revenous Wolf. 
Who cannot fteal a fbape, that means deceit? 
Take heed, my Lord; the welfare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting (hort that fraudful man. 

Enter Somerfct. 

Som* All Jbealth unto my gracious Sovereign ! 
K. Henry, Welcome, Lord Somerfet ; what news 

from France f 
Som, That all your int'reft in thofe territories 
Is utterly bereft you ; all is loft. 

K. Henry. Gold news. Lord Sofnerfel; but God's 

will be done ! 
Tork» Cold news for me: for I had hope oi France^ 
As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 
Thus are my blolfoms blafted in the bud, 
An4 caterpillars cat my leaves away. 

But 
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But I will remedy this gear efC long, 

.Or fell ray title for a glorious grave. [AJidt. 

s c E N E II. 

Enter Glouccftcri : 
Glo. ALL happinefs unto my Lord the feing ! 
±\- Pardon, my Liege, that I haveftaid folong. 

Sitf. Nay, Glower ^ knoW, Ihdt thou art cotne tbo 
foon, 
Unlefs thou w^ft tnore loyal than thoU art;- 
I do arrctt thee of high treafon herd* . 

Gld. WelU Suffolk, yet thou (halt not fee me blufb, 
Nor change my countenance for this Arreft: 
A heart urtfpotted is not eafily daunted. 
The p!?refl fpring is not fo free from mud, 
As I am cleat from treafon to my Sovereign. 
Who can atcufe me ? wherein am I guilty ? 

York, 'Tii thought, my Lord, th4t you toofc bribes 
of France ; 
And, being protedor, ftaid the f oldie ts" pay; 
By means whereof his Highriefs hath loli France^- 

Glo. Ls it but thought fo? wliat arfe they, that 
think it ? 
I never robb'd the foldiers of their pay. 
Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. . 
So help me God! as I have watch'd the night, 
Ay, night by night, in ftiidying good fof England^ 
Thai doit that e'er I wrefled from the King, 
Or any groat I hoarded to my ufe. 
Be brought againft me at my trial day ! 
No; many a pound of my owu proper ftor^, 
Becaufe I would tiot tax the n^cdy commons, 
Havd I dif-purfed to the garrifons, 
And nev€r aik'dfor reftltution. 

Car. It fei^ves you well, thy Lord, to fay fo much. 

Glo. I fay no morfe thkn truth, fo help me God ! 

York. In your proteflor&ip you did dcvife 

Strange 
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Strange tortures for oiFenders, never heard of; 
That England was dcfam'd by tyranny. 

Glo, Why, 'tis well known that, whiles I was 
proteftor; 
Pity was all the fault that was in me: 
For 1 (hould melt at an offender's tears.; 
And lowly words were ranfom for their fault : 
Unlefs it were a bloody murderer. 
Or foul felonious tbi^f that fleec'd poor paffengers, 
I never gave them condign punifhmcnt. 
Murder, indeedj tliat bipody fin, I tonufd 
Above the felon, or what trefpafs elfe. [fwer'd : 

Suf* My Lord, thefe faults are eafy, quickly an- 
But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge. 
Whereof you cannot cafily purge yourfclf. 
I do arreft you in his Highnefs' napoe. 
And hpre commit you to my Lord Cardinal 
To keep, iintil your further time of trial. - ** 

K.. Hmry. Riytord of Gld'Jier, 'tis my fpecial hope. 
That you will clear yourfelf from all fufpicion ; 
My confcience tells rae^ you are innocent. 

Glo, Ah, gracious Lord, thefe days are dangerous-: 
Virtue is choak'd with foul ambition, 
And charity chas'd hence by Rancor's hand; 
Foul fubornation is predominant, 
And equity exiFd your Highnefs' Land. 
I know, tbeir complot is to have my life : 
And, if my death jnight make this illand happy,. 
And prove the period of their tyranny, 
I would expend it with all willingnefs. 
But mine is made the prologue to their play: 
For thoufands more, that yetfufpeft no peril. 
Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. ; 
BeaufoT(Vs red fparkling eyes blab his heart'^ malice, 
And Suffolk's cloudy brow his ftormed' hate ; 
Sharp Buekingkam unburdens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart: 
And dogged Tork^ that reaches at the moon, 

Whofe 
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Whofc over-weening arm I haye pluckfd back, 
' ' By falfe accufe dath level at ray life. 

And you, my fovereign lady, with the reft, 
Caufelefs have laid difgraccs on my head; 
And with yoiir beft endeavour have ftirrd up. 
My liefeil Liege to be mroe enemy : 
Ay, all of y«u hav^'iaid yOwt head« together; 
(MyfeJf had notice of your conventicles) 
,N And all to make aiway my guiltlefs-life, ' 

I fhall not want falfe witnefs to condemn-mc-, 
Nor ftore of treafons to augment my guilt: 
■ The ancient proverb will be well efFefted, 
• A Jtaffis quicklf found to beat a dog. ' 

Car* My Liege, his railing is intolerable. . ^ 
If ihofe, that caret© keep yo^r royal perfon 
From treafon s fecret knife and traitor's rage. 
Be thus upbraided, chid and^-ated at. 
And thfofFender grainted fcope of fpeech, 
I Twill make them cool in zeal unto your Grace. 
\ Snf. Hath he not twit our fovereign lady here 
■ With ignominious words, though clerkly coucht? 
As if he had fuborn'd fome to fwear 
Falfe allegations, to overthrow his ftate. 

Q. Mar. But I can give the lofer leave to chide. 
i Gio. Far truer fpoke, than meant; I lofe, indeed; 
t Beftirew the winners, for they play'd me falfe; * 
f And well fuch lofers may have Ifeave to fpeak. 

Buck. He'll, wreft the fenfe, and hold us here all day. 
Lord Cardinal, he is your prifoner. 

Car; Sirs, take away the Duke, and guard him fure. 
G/(7. Ah, thus King Henry throws away his crutch, 
Before his legs be firm to bear his body; 
Thus is the fhepherd beaten from thy fide; 
And wolves are gnarling, who fliall gnaw thee firft. 
Ah, that ray fear were falfe ! ah, that it were ! 
For, good King Henry ^ thy decay I fear. [Exit guarded. 

SCENE 
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S C EN E III. 

K. Henry, Ti/fY Lords, what to your wifdorafeeraeth 

iVl beft,: ' 

Do or undo, as if Qwrfplf \vere here. 

Q. Mar, What, w iU yoyr JHighi>efs kavq the Par- 
liament ? . ; . [ 
IL, Henry, Ay, Margaret ; imy h^^tt is drown'^ 
with gri«f, 
Whofe flood begins 'to flow within my ey^s ; 
My body round engirt with mifery: , ^ . 
For what's more mi%rable than difconten^? 
Ah, uncle iFJttw/?Ary / in thy face I fee 
The map of honour,: truth, and loyalty; . 
And yet, good Humphry, is the hour to cqin^. 
That e'er I prov'd thee falfe, pr fear'd thy faith; 
What lowering flar now envies thy eftate? 
Thatthefe great Lords, and Margaret pur Qiiecn, 
Do feekifubvcrfion of thy Uarmlefs life. 
That never didft them wrong, nor no man wrong. 
And as the butcher takes away the calf, 
And binds the wretch, and beats it when it flrives^ 
Bearing it to the bloody flaughter-houfe : 
Even fo, remprflefs, have they borne him hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down. 
Looking the way her harmlefs young one went. 
And can do nought but wail herdarling lofs : 
Even fo royfelf bewail good Hlo^Jlers cafe 
With fad unhelpful tears; and with dim'd eyes 
Look after him, and cannot do him good: 
So mighty are his vowed enemies. 
His fortunes; I will weep, and 'twixt each groan 
Say, who's a traitor? Qlo'Jl.er he is none. [Exit, 
Q. Mar. Free Lords, cold fnow melts with the 
fun's hot beams. 
Henry my Lord is cold in great affairs, 
Too full pf foolifli pity : Glo'Jlefs fliew 

Beguiles 
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Beguiles him as the mournful crocodile 
With forrow fnares relenting paflengers: 
Or as the fnake, roUM in a flowvy bank, 
With fliining checkcr'd flough, doth fting a child 
That for the beauty thinks it excellent. 
Believe me. Lords, were none more wife tbaA I, 
(And yet herein 1 judge my own wit good) 
This Glo'Jier fliduld be quickly rid the world. 
To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. That he (hould die, his worthy policy; 
But yet wc want a colour for his death : 
Tis meet, he be condemned by courfe of law. 

Suf. But, in my pnind, that were no polity : 
The King will labour ftill to fave his life, 
The commons haply rife to fave his life. 
And yet wc have" but trivial argument. 
More than miflruft, that (hews him worthy death. 
York. So that, by this, you wouldnot have him die. 
Suf. Ah, Tork^ no man alive fo fain as I. 
York. Tis York^ that hath more reafon for his death. 
But, my Lord Cardinal, and you, my Lord oi Suffolk^ 
Say as you think, and fpeak it from your fouls: 
Wert not all one, an empty eagle were fct 
To guard the chicken from a hungry kite. 
As place Duke Humphry for the King's proteflor? 
Q. Afar. So the poor chicken fhould be fure of death. 
Suf. Madam, 'tis true ; and wer't not madnefs, then 
To make the fox furveyor of the fold? 
Who being accused ^ crafty murderer, 
His guilt fhould be but idly ported over, 
Becaufe his purpofe is not executed. 
No; let him die, in that he is a fox. 
By Nature prov'd an enemy to the flock; 
Before his chaps he flain d with crimfon blood. 
As Humphry prov'd by reafons to my Liege ; 
And do not ftand on quillets how to flay him : 
Be it by giniis, by fnares, by fubtilty. 
Sleeping or waking, 'lis no matter how^ 



/ 
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So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates him firft, that firft intends deceit. 

Q. Mai\ Thrice nohX^ Suffolk, 'tis refolulely fpoke, 

Suf. Not refolute, except fo much were done ; 
For things are often fpoke, and feldom meant; 
But that my heart accordeth with my tongue. 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 
And to preferve my Sovereign from his foe. 
Say but the word, and I will be his priett. 

Car. But I would have him dead, my lord oiSvffblk, 
Ere you can take due orders for a prieft : 
Say you confent, and fcenfure well the deed. 
And I'll provide his executioner, 
I tender to the fafety of my Liege, 

Suf. Here is my hand, ihe deed is worthy doing. 

Q. Mar, And fo fay I. 

York. And I: And now we three have fpoke ir. 
It (kills not greatly, who impugns our doom. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter a Fojl. 
Tojl, /^ R E A T lords, from Ireland am I come amain, 

VT To fignify that Rebels there are up. 
And put the Englijhmen unto the fword: 
Send fuccours, lords, and flop the rage betime. 
Before the wound do grow incurable ; 
For being green, there is great hope of help. 

Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient Stop I 
What counfel give you in this weighty caufe ? 

York. That Somerfet be fent a Regent thither: 
'Tis meet, th^t lucky ruler be employed: 
Witnefs the fortune he hath had in France . 

Som. If ybr^. with all his far-fetch VI policy. 
Had been the Regent there inftead of me, 
He never would have ftaid in France fo long. 

York. No, not to lofe it all, as thou haft done : 
I rather would have lofl my life betimes, 

Than 
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Than bring a burden of didionour home, 
By flaying there fo long, till all were lolh 
Shew me one fear, charaderM on thy Ikin: 
Men's flefh preferv'd fo whole, do feldom win. 

Q^ M^ffNay then, this fpark will prove a raging 
fire, I . 

IF wind and fuel be brought to feed' it with : 
No more, ^ood York; fvveet Somerfei, be flill. 
Thy fortune, York, hadft thou been Regent there, 
Might happily have proved far worfe than his. 

York, What, wi>rfe than pought? nav, ^hen a (haine 
'take all! 

Sam, And,* in the tiumber^ thee tliat wiflieftfhame ! 

Car. My lord oi^Yorki liy what your fortune is ; 
Th' uncivil Kerns oi Ireland are in arms, 
And feraper clay with blood oi' Engli/hmen. 
To Ireland will you lead a band of men, 
Colleded choicely from each county fonie, 
And try your hap againft the Iri/hmen? 

York. I will, my Iprd, fo pleafe.his Majefty, 

Suf, Why, our Authority is his confent; 
And what we do eftablifb, he confirms ; 
Then, noble York^ take thou this talk in hand. 

York. 1 am content: provide me foldiers, lords, 
Whilll I take order for mine own aftairs. 

Snf, A charge, lord York, that I vvill fee performed: 
But now return we to the falfe Duke Humphry, 

Car. No more of him; for I will deal with l^ira, 
That henceforth he (ball trouble us no more: 
And fo break off: the day is almoft fpent: 
Lord Suffolk^ you and I mufl talk of that event. 

York, My lord oH Suffolk, within fourteen days 
At Brijlol I^expcd:my foldiers; , 
For there Til ihip them all for Ireland. 

Snf. I'll fee it truly done, my lord oi York. [Exeunt. 

Vol, VI. D SGEU^ 
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SCENE V. 

Manet YoxV, 
Tork. XT OW, York, or never, fteel thy fearful though ts, 

lAl And change mifdoubt to refolution : 
Be that thou hop'ft to be, or what thou art 
Refign to death, it is not worth th' enjoying: 
Let pale-fa c'd fear keep with the mean-bom man. 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. 
Fafler than fpring-time fb^w'rs, comes thought on 

thought, 
And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 
My brain, more bufy than the lab'ring fpider. 
Weaves te^ous fnares to trap mine enemies. 
Well, Nobles, well; 'tis politicly done, ' 
To fend me packing with an hoft of men: 
I fear me, you but warm the ftarved Shake, 
Who, cheriQi'd in your breaft, will fting your hearts. 
'Twas men I lack'd, and you will give them me ; 
I take it kindly : yet be well affur'd. 
You put (harp weapons in a mad-man's hands. 
Whilft I in Ireland nourifli a mighty band, 
I will ftir up in England fome black ftorm, 
Shall blow ten thoufand fouls to heav'n or hell* 
And this fell tempeft (hall not ceafe to rage. 
Until the golden circuit on my head, 
(Like to the glorious fun's tranfparent beams.) 
Do calm ihe fury of this mad-brain'd flaw. 
And, for a minifter of my intent, 
I have feduc'd a headilrong Kenti/h man, 
John Cade o{ AJhford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can, 
Under the title of JoAn M(?r^/f7i^r. 
Jn Ireland have I feen this ftubhorn Cade 
Oppofe himfelf againft a troop of Kerns; 
And fought fo long, till that his thighs with darts 
Were almoll like a fliarp-quiU'd porcupine : 

And 
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And, in the end being refcu'd, I have feen 

Him caper upright like a wild Morifco, 

Shaking the bloody darts, as he his l^ells. 

Full often, like a mag-hair'd crafty Kem^ 

Hath he converfed with the enemy j 

And undifcpverM come to me again, 

And giv'n me notice of their villanies. 

This devil here fhall be my fubftitute; 

For that John Mortimer, which now is dead. 

In face, in gait, in fpeech he doth refemble* 

By this, I fhall perceive the Comipons' mind; 

How they aflFed th6 Houfe and Claim o^York. 

Say, he be taken, rack'd and tortured; 

I know, no pain, they can" inflifl upon him, 

Will make him fay, 1 mov'd him to thofc arms* 

Say, that he thrive; as 'tis great like, he will; 

Why, then, from Ireland come I with my ftrcngth, 

And reap the harveft which that rafcal fow'd ; 

For Humphry being dead, as he Ihall be. 

And Henry put a-part, the next for me. [EmI. 

SCENE VI. 

An apartment in the Palace. 

Enter two or three ^ running over the Stage ^ from the 
murder of Duke Humphry. 

1. T3 U N to my lord of Suffolk; let him know, 
XV We have difpatch'd the Quke, as he com- 
manded. 
2. 'Oh, that it were to do! what we have done f 

Bidft ever hear a man fo penitent ! 

Enter Suffolk. 
I. Here comes my lord. 

5m/. Now, Sir, have you difpatch'd this thing? 
1. Ay, my good lord, he's dead. 
Suf. Why, that's well faid. Go, get you to my 
houfe ; 

D^ \nn\\\ 
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I will reward you for ihis venfrous deed: 

The King and all the Peers are here at hand. 

Have you laid fair the bed? are all things well, 
According as I gave diredions ? 

I. Yes, my good lord. - 

SuJ. Away, be gone. [Exeunt Murderers, 

Enter King Henry, the Qjieen^ Cardinal^ Somerfct, 
with Attendants. 

K. Henry, Go, call our Uncle toour prefence flrait: 
Say, we intend to try his Grace to day, 
If he be guilty, as 'tis publifhed. 

Suf. Ill call him prefently, my noble Lord. [Exit. 

K. Henry. Lords, take your places : and, I pray 
you all, 
Proceecl no flraiter 'gainft our uncle Glo*Jler^ 
Than from true evidence, of good efteera. 
He be approved in praftice culpable. 

Q; Mar. God forbid, any malice Ihould prevail. 
That faultlefs may condemn a Nobleman ! 
Pray God, he may acquit him offufpicion! 
> K. Henry. I thank thee : Well, thefe words con- 
tent me much. 

Enter SuflFolk. 

How now? why look'ft thou fo pale? why trembleft 

thou ? 
Where is our Uncle? what is the matter, Suffolk? 
Suf. Dead in his bed, my lord; Glo'f.er is dead. 
O. Mar. Marry, God fore fend ! 
Car. God's fecrei judgment : I did dream to-night. 
The Duke was dumb, and could not fpeak a word. 

[\Lmgfwoons. 
Q^ Mar. How fares my lord? help, lords, the 

King is dead. 
Som. Rear up his body, wring him by the nofe. 
O. Mar. Run, go, help, help: oh, Henry, ope 
thine eyes. 

Svf. 
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Suf, He doth revive again; Madam, be patient. 

K.Henry. O heav'nly Cod ! 

Qj Mar. How fares my garcious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my Sovereign ; gracious Henry ^ 
comfort* 

K. Henry. What, doth my lord oi Suffolk comfort 
Came he right now to fing a raven's note^ [mc? 

Whofe difmal tunc bereft my vital powers : 
And thinks he, that the chirping of a wren, 
By crying comfort from a hoHow bread, 
Can chafe away the firft-conceived found? 
Hide not thy poifon with fuch fugar'd words ; 
Lay not thy hand? on me ; fqrbeaf, I fay v , 
Their touch affrights, me as ^ ferpent's fting.] 
Thou baleful mcflenger, out of my fight I 
Upon thy eye-balls murdVous tyranny , - 

Sits in grim majefty to fright the world. ; > . 
Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding .' 
Yet do not go away; come, bafililk: 
And kiil the innocent gazer with thy fight : ; , 

For in the ihade of death I Ihall find joy v \ ^ 

In life, but double deathi, now Gtajter% dead, j \ 

Qj Mar,. Why do you rate my lord oi Suffolk t^hus? 
Although the. Duke was enemy to him, ' 

Yet he, moft Chriflian-likc, laments his death, v 
A-nd for myfelf, foe as he was to me^ 
Might Jiqiuid tears,i pr heart offending groans, 
Or blpod-ca^fainingfighs recall hi^ life; 
I would be blind with weeping, fick with groans. . 
Look pale as primi^ofe wiib blo-od-drinking fighs. 
And all to have the noble Duke alive. 
What know I, how the world may deem of me ? 
For, it is known, we were but hollow friends: 
It may be judged, I made the Duke away ; 
So fhall my name with flander's topgue be wounded. 
And Princes' Courts be fiirdwith my reproach,: 
This get I by his death: ah, J me unhappy ! , 
To be a Queen, and crown'd with infamy. . 

D 3 K. Henry. 
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K. Henrji Ah, Svoeis me for Glo*Jter^ wretched man f 
Q. Mar. Be woe for me, more wretched than he is. 
What, doft ttiou turn away and hide thy face? 
I am no Idathfome leper ; look on me. 
What, art thou like the adder waxen deaf? 
Bd pois'riotis too, and kill thy forlorn Queen. 
Is all thy comfort fhut in Glo'Jler's tomb? 
Why, then, dame Margaret was ne'er thy joy. 
Ered his flatuc, and do Worfbip to it. 
And make my image but an ale-koufe fign. 
Was I for this nigh wrcckc upon the fea. 
And twice by 'adverfe winds from England* s bank 
Drove back again .ufn to 'my native clime ? 
What beaded this? but Well-fbre-warning winds 
Did feem to fay, feek no^t a feorpion's neft; 
Nor fet no footing on' this unkind fcofc. 
What did I tberi ? but curft the gentle guff's. 
And he that loos'd them from their brazen caves; 
And bid them blow toWards England's bleffed ihore, 
Or turn biir fterti upcm a dreadful rock: 
Yet Molus would riot b^ a m^^derer ; ^ 

But left that hatefuPoffice unto theei * 
ilife pretty vatilting Tea refui'd to drown me ; [fhore 
Knowing, tha't thdu wouldft have me drown'd on 
With tears -as fait as fea, through thy unkindnefs. 
The fplitting rotks cow'r'd iii the finking fands. 
And would riot dafh me with' their ragged fides ; ' 
Becaufe thy-flinty heart, more hard than they, 
Mi^ht'ih thy Palace periih Mai^gareL 
As'far as !<■ old ken the chalky cliffs, 
When from thy Ulore the tempeft btat us back,. 
I Hood upon the hatches in the ftorm ; 
And w hen the dulky Iky began to rob 
My earneft-gaping fight of thy Lind's view, 
I (i>ok a coftly'jewel from my neck, 
(A heart it Mas, bound in With ditimohds,) 
And threw it toW'rds thy Larnl; the fea r^ceivM it. 
And fo, I \yilh'd, thy body might my heart. 

And 
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And ev'n with this I loft fair England^ view. 

And bid mine eyes be packing with my heart; 

And caird them blind and dulky fpeftacles. 

For Jofing ken oi Albion s wiftied Coaft. 

How often have I tempted Suffolk's tongue 

(The agent of thy foul inconttancy) 

To fit and witch me, as Afcanius did, 

When he to madding Dido would unfold 

His father's afts^ commenced in burning Troj ? 

Am I not witcbtlike her ? or thou not falfe like him ? 

Ah me, I can no more : die, Margaret! 

For Henry weeps, that thou doll live fo long. 

Noife within. Enter Warwick, Salilbury, anfl rnanj 
, Commons, 

War, It is reported^ might)! Sovereign, : ' 
That good Duke Humphry traiteroufly is murdcrM 
By Siiffhlk^ arid the Cardinal Beauford's means : 
The Gommbtis, like an angry hive of bees 
Th^t W9inti their leader^ fcatter. up and down ; 
And care not vvho they fting in their reveiige. 
Myfrif have calm'd libqir fpleenful mutiny, 
Until they hear thc'order of his death. . [true; 

K. //^^Jsry. That'hc is dead, good Warwick^ Ws too 
But. bow be died, God knows, not Henry : 
Enter his chamber, view his breathlefs corps. 
And comment then upon his fudden death. * 

War, That. I (ball do, my Liege: f^^y, Sdlijhury, 
With the /rude wjultitude, till J ictiirn. 

:h , .. (: War wick, ^(VJ. in. 

: IC. Henfy.^ O thou^ that jud'gcftlail things, ftay my 

thoughts; • . ; 

My thoughts, that labour to perfuade my foul, 
Same violent Hands was laid onMumphrfs life: 
^If myfiifpcfl be falfcv forgive nie, )God ! 
For judgment only dothbclong to thee. 
Fain would 1 go to cha£e his <paLy!li»ps 
With twenty thouf^nd kiffes; ind to drain 

D 4 ^^^^^^ 
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Upon his face an ocean of fait tears: 
To tell my love upon bis dumb' deaf trit^ik, ' 

And with my fingers feci his hand tinfeeling: 
But all in vain are thefe mean obfequies. 

[Bed with Glo'fter j body put forth. 
And to furvey his dead and earthy image, , ^. 

What were it, but' to make my forrow grtater? 
War, Come hither, gracious Sovereign, View this 

,' body. • ' ' :.-' : ■ J ■ 

K. Henry, That is 16 fee how dfeep'my grave is made : 
For, with his foul fled all my worldly fdbce; 
For feeing him, I fee rriy life in'death. 

y/ar* As furely as my foul intends, to live 
With that dread' King;' that" took our ftate upon him. 
To free us from his father's wratlVful curfe, 
I do believe, that vfblent hands^tverp laid '^ 
Upon the Wit of this thiice-fained Duke. 

Suf, A dreadful oath, fwom with a folemn tongue ! 
What inftance gives lord V/arwick for this vow ? 

War. See, how the blood is felled in his face* - ' 
OFt have I feen a timely-pa;ried ghoft, i ^ .' 

Of afhy femblanc^,^ meager, ipak, and bloodlefs ;^' 
Being all defcehdcd to th« laVrin^; heart, ; '• • 
Who,in the conflifl that i^'holdsiwitlvdeath^"- -^ 
Attrads the fame for aidancfc 'gainft the enemy; 
Which with the heart there coolsr, and ne'er ret urneth 
To blufli and beautify. the cheek agiiin. . '. ^ 

But fe^, his, face is biafck and full of blood ; • 
His eye-balls farther 6ut,i than'ivihen^^ he liv'd^ : * / 
Sta?ring liill ghaRly, like a flrangled man; 
Hi^s hair up.-rear'd,his nofirils'ftretch'd vv'iih.lVr'iiggUng: 
His hands abroad difplay'd, as one that grafpt 
And tiigg'd for life; and was by ftrength fubdu'd. 
Look on the iheets ;; hii^hair, you fee^ is flicking; • 
His well-proportion 'd beard riiade rbu^hand iugged. 
Like to the fummet's corn, by tern peft lodg'd : 1 

It cannot be, bu't he was-murder'd here : ' i ' ^ 
The leaft of all the&figns were probable.'- i' ^V* 
! • . Suf. 
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Suf, Whv, Wiartyzc/t, who fhould do the Dakc to 
death ? 
Myfelf and Beauford had him in protefiion ; 
And we, I hope. Sirs, are no murderers. 

War, But both of you have vow'd Duke Humphry s 
death. 
And you, forfooth, had the good Duke to keep: 
'Tis like, you would not feaft him like a friend ; 
And 'tis well feen, he found an enemy. 

Q. Mar. Then you, belike, fufpeft thefe Noblemen, 
As guilty of Duke Humphry s timelefs death. 

War, Who finds the heifer dead and bleeding fre(h, 
And {^ts faft by a butcher with an ax, 
But will fufpeft, 'twas he that made the (laughter? 
Who finds the partridge in the puttock's neft. 
But may imgaine how the bird was dead. 
Although the kite foar with unbloodied beak ? 
Even fo fufpicious is this tragedy. 

Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suffolk? where's 
your knife? 
Is Beauford termM a kite? where are his tallons? 

Suf, I wear no knife to flaughter fleeping men ; 
But here's a Vengful fword, rufted with eafe, 
That fhall be fcoured in his ranc'rous heart. 
That flanders me with murder's crimfon badge. 
Say, if tliou dar'ft, proud lord ofWarwidfhire, 
That I am faulty in Duke Humphry s death. 

War, What dares not Warwick, if falfe Suffolk dare 
him? 

Q. Mar, He dares liot calm his contumelious fpirit, 
Nor ceafe to be an a,rrogant jcontroller. 
Though Suffolk dare him tv/enty thoufand times. 

War. Madam, be ftill; with rev'rence may I fay; 
For evVy word, you fpeak in his behalf, 
Is flander to your royal Dignity. 

Suf Blunt«witted lord, ignoble in demeanour. 
If ever lady wrong'd her lord fo much, 
Thy mother took into her blameful bed 

D 3 Some 
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Some fierri tirftutorM ctiurl; and nobk flock 
Was graft with crab-tree flip, whofe fruit thon art? 
And nev6r of the Nwiils' noble Race. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee^ 
And I fliould rob thedeath's^man of his fee. 
Quitting thee thereby often thoufand fliamcs, 
And that my Sovereign's prefence makes me mild, 
1 wotuld, falfe murd'rous Cdward, on thy knee- 
Make thee beg palrdon for thy pafled fpeech, 

And fay, it was thy mother that thou meant'ft; 

That thou thyfelf waft born inbaflardy t 
And, after all this fearful homage done. 
Give thee thy hire, and fend thy foul to hell, 
Pernicious blood-fucker of fleeping men I 

5w/.Tbou (halt be waking, white I flied thy blood, 
If from this prefence thou dar'ft go with me. 

War. Away ev'n now, or I will drag thee hence ; 
Unworthy though thou art. Til cope with thee; 
And do fome fervice to Duke Humphry^ ghoft. 

[Exeunt, 

S C E N E VIL 

K. Henry. T T THAT ftronger breaft-plate tham 3 

VV heart untainted? 

Thrice is he arm'd, that hath his quarrel juft; 
And he but naked, (though lock'd up in fteel) 
Whofe confcience with injuftice is corrupted. 

[A noife within. 
Q. Mar. What noife is this? 

Enter Suffolk and Warwick, with their weapons drawn. 

K. Henry. Why, how now, lords ? your wrathful 
weapons drawn 
Here in our prefence .' dar^ you be fo bold? 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here? 

Suf, The traitorous Warwick with the men of Bury 
Set ail upon me, mighty Sovereign. 

Enter 
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Enter Salilbury. 
SdL Sirs, ftand apart ; the, King (hall know your 
mind. 
Dread lord^ th^ Commons fend you word by me, 
Unlefs lord Sw^^ftrait be done to death, . , 

Or ban i {bed fair JE»^/ani's territories. 
They will by violence tear him from your Palace, 
And torti;ire him with grievpus lingring death. 
They fay, by him the good Duke Humphry died ; 
They fay, in him |hey fear your Highnefs' death; 
And mere inttinft of love and loyalty, 
(Free from a ftubbjQrfi oppofite intent. 
As being ihpught to contradift your liking) < » . 
Makes thefiv thus forward in his Banifhrpent. 
Th^y fay* in ;<;ar.e pf yoiir raoft royal perfon. 
That if yourHighnefs (hould intend to fleep, 
And charge that no man (hould difturb your reft, 
In pain pi your diflike, or pain of death ; 
Yet, not^ithftandiag/uch 9 ftrait edift, . 
Were there a ferpent feenwith forked toifigue^ 
That (lily glided tow'rds your Majefty, 
It were but neceffary you v/ere wak'd; 
Left, being faffer'd in that harmful (lumber. 
The rtiort^l worm might make the (leep eternaL 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 
Thlat they vv'ill guard you whe're you will or no-. 
From fuch fell ferpents as falfe Suffolk is ; 
With whofe invenbmed and fatal fting ^ 
Your loving Uncle, twenty times his worth,^ 
They fay, is (hamefully bereft of life. 

Commons within. An anfwer from the King, my 
lord oi' Salijbury, 

Suf. 'Tis like, the Commons, rude unpoHlh'd hinds^ 
Could fend fuch melTage to their Sovere;ign: 
But you, ray lord, were glad to be employed. 
To fhew how quaint an orator you are. 
But all the honour Salijbury hath won^ 

Da' \^^ 
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Is, that he was ihe lord AmbafT^dor 
Sent from a fort of tinkers to the King. 

Within. An anfwer froin the 'Kin^,^rwt 'will all 
break in. 

K. Henry. Go, Salijlury, and tfell them all from mey 
I thank them for. their tender lov'ing care i;- ^' ' 

And had 1 not been cited fo by them, • ' -^J [ 

Yet did Tpurpofe as they do entreat ; ' ' ^ '/■ ^ 
For, fure, my thoughts do hourly p^ophefy^'' - 
Mifchance unto my Stale by Suffolk's ti\G^ns» ' ' ^ 
And therefore by his Majefiy I fwear, * * 

Whofe far unworthy Deputy I am, 
He fliall not breathe infe<^ibn' in this arr ' ' ^"^ 
But three days longer, oh the pain of dica'tK ■'-^'- '- 

Qj Mar. Oh Hetiry^'let me plead *for ge'ntle Sicffblk^ 

K. Hetiry. Ungentle Qj.ieen^ to call him gentle 
Suffolk, ' ' • >' 

No more, I fay-: if thou doft plead for hirt; 
Thou wilt but add increafe unto my Mrath. ' 
Had I but faid, I -would have kept my word;' 
But, when I fwear it is irrevocable ; , ' , ' 

If after three days fpace thou here be'ft found, ' 
On any ground that I-am' ruler of. 
The world (hall not be ranfoni for thy life. ' 
Come, Warwick ; come, good V/ajwick ; go with me; 
1 have great matters to impart to thee. 

[E:<cunt K. Henry, Warwick^ 6-c. 

SCENE VIII. 

.Manent Suffolk, and Qiieen. 
Q; Mar. T^yfl S CHANG E arid forrow go along 

iVl with you ! 
Heart's Difcontcnt and four Affliftion 
P>e play-fellows to keep you company I • 
There's two of you, the devil makea third, ' . 
And threefold ver.'i;eance tend upon your fle^s ? / 

i'r;/. Ccafe, gentle Queen, thefe execrations ;* 
And let thy Suffo^.k take his heavy leavis. 

Q; Mar. 
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Q. Mar. Fie, cb^Vard woman, and . fofli'heaited 

wretch, ' r •' < 

Haft thou not fpirit to cuffe thine enemy ? 

Suf. A plague -lipbn them! Wherefore fliould I 
curfe them ?c; ^ 

Would curfes kill, as doth the mandrake's gtoan, 
- I would invent as 'bitter fearching terms. 
As curft, as. hatlh, and horrible to hear, 
DeliverM ftVon^Iy through my fixed teeth. 
With full as many figns of deadly hate. 
As lean-fac'd envy in her loathfome cave. 
My tongue (hould ftumble in mine earneft words. 
Mine eyes (hould fjiarkle like the beaten flint, 
Mine hair be fixt on end like onediftraft: 
Ay, cv'ry joint fhould feem to curfe and ban. 
And even now my burden'd heart would break. 
Should I not curfe them. Poifon be their drink I 
Gall, worfe than gall, the daintieft meat they taflc ! 
Their fMceteft fhade a grove of cyprefs trees! 
Their chiefeft profped murdering bafilifks ! 
Their fofleft touch, as fmart as lizards' ftings I 
Their mufic frightful as the ferpent's hifs ! 
And boading fcreeeh-ovvls make the concert full I 
All the foul terrors in dark-feated hell 

Q. A^ar, Enough, fweet Suffolk, thou torment'ft 
thyftlf; / .: 

And thefe dread curfes, like the fun 'gainft glafs, 
Or like an over charged gun, recoil. 
And turn the ^orCe of them upon thyfelf. 

Sif, You bad me ban, and will you bid me leave? 
Now, by the ground that I am banifli'd from, 
Well could 1 curfe away a winter's night, 
Though ftanding naked on a mountain top. 
Where biting Gold would never let grafs grow, 
And think it but a minute fpent in fport. 

Q^. Mu7\ Oh, let me entreat thee ceafe ; give me 
■ thy hand, 
That I itiay i\&.v it with my mournful tears*,' 

Nor 
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Nor let the rain of heaven wet this plajCC, ( , 

To wafh away my woful munuments. ' ^^ 
Oh, could this kifs be/fjrinted in thy hand, ; 

That thott might'ft think upon thefe, by the feal. 
Through whom a thoufand fighs are breath'd for 

• ■' thee. ,: ■ .. ! .. ;.. . >\-' 

So, get thee gone, that I may; know ray grief ^ , , f 
'Tis but furmis'd, whilfl thou art Handing by :; 
As one tlxat furfeits, thinking ort a. Want» '. 
I will repeal thee, or, be well aflur'd, 
Adventure to be banifhed myfelf : . , 
And banifhed I am, if but from thee. 

Go, fpea:k liot to me; even now be gone 

Oh, go not yet Ev'ji thus two friends condemn'^ 

Embrace and kifs, and take ten thoufand leaves, 
Loather a hundred timfes to part than die : • ; 
Yet now farewel, and farewel life with thee ! 
. Suf, Thus is poor Suffolk t6n tinocs banifhed^ ; :^ 
Once by the King and three times thrice by thee. 
'Tis not the Land I care for, wert thou hence; 
A wildernefs is populous enough. 
So Suffolk had thy heav'nly company. •, 
For where thou art, there is the World itfelf; 
With ev'ry fev'ral pleafure in the world: 
And where thou art not, Defolation. 

I can no more Live thou to joy thy life; 

Myfelf no joy in aught but that thou livMt. 

s c E N E IX. [ 

F.nter Vaux. 

Q^Mar.^-K THITHER goes Vaux fo faft? what 
V V news, I pr'ythee? 

Vaux. To lignify unto his Majefty, 
That Cardinal Bcaujord is at point of death : 
For fuddenly a grievous (icknefs took him. 
That makes him gafp, and flare, and catch the air, 
Blafpheming God, and curfing men on earth. 

Some- 
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Sometimes he talks, as if Duke Humphry* % ghoft 
Were by his fide; fomctimes, he calls the Kiiigf 
And whifpers to his pillow, as to him. 
The fecrets of his over-charged foul : 
And I am fent to tell his Majefty, 
That even now he cries aloud for him. 

Q. Afar. Go tell this heavy meffagc to the King* 

[Exit Vaux. 
Ay me ! what is this world ? what news are thefe? 
But wherefore grieve Lat an hour's poor lofs, 
Omitting Suffolk^ exile, my fouFs treafure? 
Why only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 
And with the fouthern clouds contend in tears? 
Theirs for the earth's increafe ; mine for my forrows. 
Now, get thee hence ; the King» thou know'ft, is 

coming; 
If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Suf. If I depart from thee, I cannot live ; 
And in thy fight to die, what were it elfc, 
But like a pl-eafant (lumber in thy lap? 
Here could I breathe my foul into the air. 
As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe 
Dying with mother's dug between its lips. 
Where, from thy fight, 1 fhould be raging mad. 
And cry out for thee to clofe up mine eyes; 
To have thee with thy lips to flop my mouth: 
So, fhouldft thou either turn my flying foul; 
Or I fhould breathe it fo into thy body; 
And then it liv'd in fweet Elyfium. 
To die by thee, were but to die in jefl : 
From thee to die, were torture more than death ; 
Oh ! let me (lay, befal what may befal. 

Q. Mar, Away; though Parting be a fretful cor- 
rofive, 
It is applied to a deathful wound. 
To France^ fweet Suffolk ; let me hear from thee : 
For wberefoe'er thou art in this world's globe, 
I'll have an Iris^ that (hall find thee out. 
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Suf. I go. . 

Q. Mar: And take my heart with thee. 

Suf, A jewel locked into the wofurft calket 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a fplitted bark, fo funder we ; 
This way fall 1 to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. [Exeunt fever ally ^ 

S C E N E X. 

7'he Cardinal^ Bedchamber, 

Enter King Henry, Salifbury, and Warwick, to the 

Cardinal in Bed. 
VL. Henry. T T O W fares my lord ? fpeak, Beauford 
jL jL to thy Sovereign. 

Car. If thou be'ft Death, I'll give thee England's 
trcafure, 
Enough to purchafe fuch another Ifland, 
So thou wilt let me live, and feel no pain. 

K. Henry. Ah, what a fign it is of evil life. 
Where death's approacbis feen fo terrible! 

War. Beaujord^ it is thy Sovereign fpeaks to thee. 

Car. Bring me unto my Trial, when you will. 
"DyW he not in his bed? where fhould he die ? 
Can I make men live whe're they will or no ? 

Oh, torture mc no more, I will confefs 

Alive again ? then (hew me, where he is : 
ril give a thoufand pound to look upon him — 
He hath no eyes, the duft hath blinded them: 
Comb down his hair; look! look! it ftands up^ 

right, 
Like lime-twigs fet to catch my winged foul: 
Give me fome drink, and bid th' apothecary 
Bring the ftrong poifon that I bought of him. 

K. Henry. O thou eternal Mover of the heav'ns^ 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ; 
Oh, beat away the bufy, medling, fiend, 

That 
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That lays ftrong fiege unto this wretch's foul, 
And from his bofom purge this black defpair. 

War, See, how the pangs of death do make him 
grin ! 

Sal. Difturb him not, let him pafs peaceably. 

K. Henry, Peace to his foul, if God's good plea- 
fure be ! 
Lord Cardinal, if thou think'ft on heaven's blift. 
Hold up thy hand, make fignal of th,y hope. 
He dies, and makes nofign ! O God, forgive him. 

War. So bad a death argues a monflrous life. 

K. Henry. Fotbear to judge, for wc are finncfs aU« 
Clofe up his eyes;» and draw the. curtain clofe. 
And let us all 10 meditation- , [E:ieunt, 



A G T IV. S C E N E I. 

'' '^J^'^•^' ,Xhc Coajl fKtm. / ^^ ^ . 

Alaturh. ''^iigkt atjla:\ Ofdmnct'go'ei off.^ ^tmtfr i^ap- 
/^m 'WhiiTnore, an t other Pirate s^^ with Suffolk' fl/ki 
Other Prifoners. ' •' ^ . - 1 : • 

T^HE gaudy, blabbing, and remorfeful 'day 
'Is crdpcfrnuo the bofom of the fear ^ . » 
And now lopdhiivyHng! wolves aroufc 4hc jades, 
That draff ihc tragrc melancholy night?! 
"Who U'iih their drowfy^ (low, and flagging wings ' 
Clip dead men's.gtaves v a-nd from their mifty jaws 
Breath© foul contagious darknefs inuhe aih 
Therefore ibring fointh the foldiers of our priec : 
For whilft'out Pii^naceianchrory ih^thd Downsi, 
Here (hali they. Mile theifrranfom on ithc. fand; 
Or witli ihbir blood fta in tbisdifcolonr'difhdrc. ' 
Maflcii,:cthix>prif9ncrilVedy give I theev ^ 

And 
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And thou, that art his mate, make boot of this : 
The other, Walter Whitmore^ is thy fhare. 

I Gent, What is my ranfom, mafter, let me know. 
Maji. A thoufand crowns, or elfe lay down your 

head. 
Male, And fo much {hall you give, or off goes 

yours. 
Whit. What, think you much to pay two thoufand 
crowhs. 
And bear the name and port of gentlemen ? 
Cut both the villains^ throats, for die you fhall : 
Nor can thofe lives, which we. have loft in fight,. 
Be counter-pois'd with fuch a petty fura. 
. i^Gent, ril give it. Sir, and. therefore fpare my 
life. 
"2 Geni, hrrd fo will I; and write home for it 
ftraight. 
Whit, iilofe.mine eye in layiog^the 4)ri2e aboard, 
And therefore, to revenge it, {halt thou die ; 

, \ <> , \. \To Suffolk. 
And fo {hould thefe, if^I might have my will. 

Cap,' Be nm foi ra(J;i, t;^kc ranfom^ jet tim livc^'> 
'^ jSm/;. Look pn my.^^o?^^,, I am a gentl^i»3nL»; ^ 
Rate me at what thou wilt, thou {halt be paid. •^— — 
Whit, And fo am I ; my name is Walter Whftmore. 
How now ? why {lart'ft thou ?^ what, doth death af- 

vftigb^?! :.::^ [•-.: ,. ..('J • u..''.: ' [dcatjll 

SuJ. Thy name affrighita me, i® wbofe /aianciiis 
A cunhing .man did calculate tdy bir^b^i ) i \ 
And told me, that by Walter I lh9uld dir :. .' ^* • '^ 
Yet leit not ihxs make thee be bloody-minded^ 
Thy name i%.GuaUiery being xightly Ibunrfed. , ) 

Whit, .Gualtier or Waller^ which it is, 1 care not; . 
Ne'er yet did/bafe DifhodourjbluDbur.naraevi ' - . 
But wirh our fword we Vip'daway the b\bu'/ i I 
Therefore, when merchant-like I i'cil TfiVeiiige, II 
Broke be rhy fword^ my, arms torn and defacM, O 
And I proclaimed a Coward jthraiigh. the worJdT; ' \ 

: . ' Suf. 
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Suf. Stay, Whitmore; for thy prifaner is[ a Prince; 
The Duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole. 

Whit. The Duke of Suffolk muffled up in rags ? 

Suf. Ay, but thefc rags are no part of the Duke. 
Jove fometimes went difguis'd, and >vhy not I ? 

Cap. But Jove was never flain, as thou Ihalt be^ 

Suf. Obfcure and lowly fwain, King Henrys blood. 
The honourable blood of Lanco/ter, • 
Muft not be fhcd by fuch a jaded;groom; 
Haft thou not kifsM thy band, and held my ftirrop? 
Bare-headed, plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 
\nd thought ibce happy when I ftiook my head ? 
How often haft thoii waitfed at my cup, 
Fed from my trencher, knccl'd down. at the board; 
When I have feafted with Q\%etxi Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee cr^ft-fairrf; 
Ay, and alUy this thy abortive pride- 
How in our voiding lobby haft thou flood, 
And duly waited for my coming forth ? 
This hand of mine hath wrilt in thy behalf, . , 
And therefore ftiall it chat m thy riptpii? to.Ogne. 

Whit. Speak,€aptain,fti^U 1 ftabtheforlQrnfwain? 

Cap. Firft let my word$ ft^b hijrn, as hehjitli xnc» . 

Suf Bafc flave. thy words are.blunt ; and fo art thou. 

Cap, Convey him hence, and on qxxx Ipng-boat's 
fide, : ] - 

Strike off his head. r , . . 

Suf Thou dar'ft not for thy own. . 

Cap. PoQle4S'n PeoldriQjd? 
Ay, kennel-T^puddle- — fink, whofe filth and dirt 
Froubles tlie filver Spfing where England drinks : 
Now will 1 dam up this thy yawning mouth,. 
For fwallowing up. the treafure of the Realm ; 
Thy. lips, that kifs'd the.Qucen, ihall fweep the 

ground ? .. ,-. \ 

And thau, that fmirdft^t good Duke Hwff*/>Arys death; 
^gainft the fenfelefs winds flialt grin in vain, 
Who in contempt ihall hifs sit thee again. 



i 
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And wedded be thou to the hags of hell. 
For daring to affie a mighty lord 
Unto the daughter of a worthlefs King, 
Having nor Subjed, V/ealth, nor Diadem ! 
By devilifh policy art thou grown great, 
And, like ambitious Sylld^ over-gorg'd 
With gobbets of thy mother's bleeding heart- 
By thee Anjou and Maine were fold to France; 
The falfe revolting JV(7rman J, thorough thee, 
Difdain to call us lord; and Picardie 
Hath (lain their Governors, furpriz'd our Fortsv 
And^fcnt the ragged foldiers wounded home. 
The princely Warwick^ and the Nevills all, 
(Whofe dreadful fwords were never drawn in vain) 
As hating thee, are^ rifing up in arms. 
And now the Houfe df York (thruft from the Crown 
By {hartieful murder of a guiltlefs King, 
And lofty proud incroaching tyranny,) 
Burns with revenging fire; whofe hopeful Colours 
Advance a half fac'd Sur> ftriving to fbine; 
Under the which is writ, Invitii nuhibus. 
The ConlTtions here in Kent are up in arms : 
And to cohdude, Repro^ach, and Beggary 
Is crept into the Palace of our King, 
And all by thee. Away! convey him hence. — ^ 

Suf. O, that I were a God, to flioot forth thunder 
Upon thefe paultry, fervile, abjcft drudges ! 
Small things make bafe men proud. This villain here. 
Being captain of a pirtnace, threatens more 
Than Bargulus the ftrong Illyrian Pirate. 
Drones fuck not eagles' blood, but rob bee-hives, 
Tt is impoffible that I (hpuld die 
By fuch a lowly vaffal as thyfelf. 
Thy words move rage' and nat remorfe, in iper; 
I go of mefTage from the Queen to France; 
rlicharg^ thee waft me fafely crofs the channel. : 

Cap, Walter—^ 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I muft waft thee to thy deaths 

Suf. 
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Snf, Fanes gelidus timor occupat arius : it's thee I fear. 

Whit, Thou flialt have caufe to fear, before I leave 
thee. 
What, are ye daunted now? now will ye (loop ? 

I Gent. My gracious lord, intreat him; fpeak him 
fair. 

Suf. Suffolk^ imperial tongue is ftern and rough, 
UsM to command, untaught to plead for favour. 
Far be it, we fliould honour fuch as thefe 
With humble fuit ; no ; rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than thefe knees bow to any. 
Save to the God of heav'n, and to my King ; 
And fooner dance upon a bloody pole. 
Than ftand uncover d to the vulgar groom. 
True Nobility is exempt from fear: 
More can I bear, than you dare execute. 

Cap, Hale him away, and let him talk no more. 

Suf. Come, foldiers, fhew what cruelty ye can. 
That this my death may never be forgot. 
Great men oft die by vile Bezoniaris, 
A Roman fworder dnid^Banditto flave 
Murder'd fweet Tully; Brutus' baflard hand 
Stabb'd Jw//u5 Cafar ; favage Iflanders 
Pompey the Great : And Sujfolk dies by Pirates. 

[Exit Walter Whitmore 1*;//^ SuflFolk. 

Ccp* And as for thefe, whofe ranfom we have fet. 
It is our pleafare one of them depart ; 
Therefore come you with us. and let him go. 

[Exit Captain and the rejl, 

Manet the firjl Gent, Enter Whitmore, with the body. 

Whit. There let his head and livelefs body He, 
Until the Qiieen his miftrefs bury it, [i'.W^Whit. 

1 Gent, O barbarous and bloody fpefiacle ! 
His body will 1 bear unto the King : 
If he revenge it not, yet will his friends ; 
So \Yill the Queen, that living held him dear. [Exit. 

SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Changes to Southwark. 
Enter Bevis an^ John Holland. 

Bevis, /^OME, and get thee a fword though made 
v^* of a lath; they have been up thefe two 
days. 

HoL They have the more need to fleep now thcn# 

Bevis. 1 tell thee, Jack Cade the clothier means to 
drefs the commoawealth, and turn it, and fet a new 
nap upon it. 

HoL So he had need, for 'tis thread-bare. Well, I 
fay, it was never merry world in England lince Gen- 
tlemen came up. 

Bevis. O miferable age! virtue is not regarded in 
handy-crafts-men. 

HoL The Nobility think fcorn to go in leather 
aproris. 

Bevis, Nay more, the King's Council arc no good 
workmen. 

HoL True, and yet it is faid. Labour in thy vocation; 
which is as much as to fay, let the magiftrates be la- 
bouring men ; and therefore fliould we be magiftrates. 

Bevis. Thou haft hit it; for there's no better fign 
of abrave mind than a hard hand. 

HoL 1 fee them, I fee them; there's Beji's fon, the 
the Tanner of Wingham. 

Bevis. He (liall have the fkins of our enemies to 
make dog's leather of. 

HoL And Dick the butcher: 

Bevis, Then is fin ftruck down like an ox, and ini- 
^quity's throat cut like a calf. 

HoL And Smith the weaver: 

Bevis, Argo, their thread of life is fpun. 

HoL Come, come, let's fall in with them. 

• 

Drum. 
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Drum, Enter Cade, Dick the butcher^ Smith, the weaver, 
and afawyery with infinite numbers. 

Cade. We 'John Cade^ fo termed of our fuppofed Fa- 
ther 

Dick. Or rather of ftealing a cade of herrings. 
Cade. For our enemies fhall fall before us, infpired 
with the fpirit of putting down Kings and Princes; 
command filence. 
Dick. Silence. 

CMe. My father was a Mortimer 

Dick, He was an honeft man and a good bricklayer. 

Cade, My mother a Flantagenet 

Dick, I knew her well, (he was a midwife. 

Cade, My wife defcended of the Lacies 

Dick. She was indeed a pedlar's daughter, and fold 
many laces. 

Weav, But, now of late, not able to travel with 
her furr'd pack, flie wafhes bucks here at home. 
Cade, Therefore am I of a honourable houfe. 
Dick, Ay, by my faith, the field is honourable; 
and there was he born, under a hedge ; for his father 
had never a houfe but the cage. 
Cade, Valiant I am. 

Weav, A' muft needs, for beggary is valiant. 
Cade. I am able to endure much. 
Dick, No queftion of that; for I have fcen him 
whipt three market days together. 
I C^de. I fear neither fwovd nor fire. 

I Weav, He need not fear the fword, for his coat is 

jr of proof. 
[ hick. But, methinks he (houldftand in fear of fire, 

being burnt i'lh'hand for ftealing of (heep. 
•i Cade, Be brave then, for your Captain is brave, 

1 and vous reformation. There fhall be in England 
I feven halfpenny Ibaves fold for a penny ; the three- 
i hoop'd pot fnali have ten hoops, and I will make it 
I felony to drink fiuall beer. All the realm fliali be 
I in 
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in common, and in Chtapjide (ball my pal fry go to 
grafs ; and when I am King, as King I will be — 
All. God fave your Majeliy ! 

Cade, 1 thank you, good people. There fhall be 
no money; all fliall eat and drink upon myfcore; 
and 1 will apparel them all in one livery, that they 
may agree like brothers, and worlhip me their lord. 
Dick, Thcfirft thing we do, let's kill all the lawyers. 
Cade, Nay, that 1 mean to do. Is not this a la- 
mentable thing, that the fkin of an innocent lamb 
Ihould be made parchment; that parchment being 
fcribbled o'er, ihould undo a man ? Soro€ fay, the 
bee flings ; but I fay, 'tis bee's wax; for I did but 
feal once to a thing, and was never my own man 
fince. How now? who is there? 

Enter a Clerk, 

Weav. The clerk of Chatham; he can write and 
read, and caft accorapt. 
Cade, O monftrous ! 

IVeav. We took him fetting boys copies. 
Cade, Here's a villain ! 

Weav, He'as a book in his pocket with red letters > 
in't. 

Cade, Nay, then he^s a conjurer. 
Dick, Nay, he can make obligations, and write 
court-hand. 

Cade, I am forry for't: the man is a proper man, • 
of mine honour; unlefs 1 find him guilty, he fhall 
not die. Gome hither, firrah, 1 mutt examine thee; 
what is thy name ? 
Clerk, EmanucL 

Dick They ufe to write it on the top of. letters : 
'twill go haul with you, ' , 

Cade, Let. me alone. Doft thou ufe to writc^ thy 
name? or hafl iliou a mark to thyfdf like an honeft 
plain dealing man? 

Clerk: 
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Clerk. Sir, I thank God, I have been fb well brought 
tip, that I can write my name. 

AIL He hath cotifeft ; away with him ; he'« a vil- 
lain and a traitor. ^ 

Cade. Away with him, I fay; hang him with his 
pen and inkhorn about his neck. 

[Exk one xi)ith the Clerk. 

Enter Michael. 

Mich. Where is our General? 

Cade, Here I am, thou particular fellow. 

Mich. Fly, fly, fly; Sir. Humphry Stcfford ■^nAhh 
brother arc hard by with the King's forces. 

Cade. Stand, villain, ftand, or I'll fell thee down; 
he Ihall be encountered with a man as good as him- 
2felf. He is but a knight, is aV? 

Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal him, I wil4 ma,kc myfelf a knight 
-prefently; rife up. Sir JoAn Mortimer. No*w have at 
him. Is there any more of them that be knights ? 

Michi Ay, his brother. 

Cade. Then kneel down, Dick Butcher. Rife up. 
Sir Dick Butcher. Now found up the drum. 

SCENE III, 

Enter Sir Humphry Stafford, and young Stafford, with 
drum andfoldiers. 

StaJ. -pEBELLIOUS hinds, the filth and (kura 

Mark'd for the gallows, lay your weapons down, 
Home to your cottages, forfake this groom ; 
The King is merciful, if you revolt. 

Y. Staff. But angry, wrathful, and inclind to blood. 
If you go forward ; therefore yield, or die. 

Cckde. As forthefe filken-coated flaves, I pafs not; 
It is to you, good people, that I fpeak^ 

Vol. VI. E CT^^ 
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O'er whoiQ (i^ ^me to coine) \ hope to reign \ 
For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staff. Villain, thy father was a plaifterer. 
And thou thyfelf a fhearmah, art thou not ? 

Cadk. A^d Adam wa^ a gardener, 

Y. Staf, And what of tb?t ? 

C^zt/e. Marry, this. — Edmund Mortimer Earl of 
March married the Duke of Clarences daughter, did 
he not ? 

Staf» Ay, Sir. 

Cdde, By her he ha4 two children at one birth. 

Y. 5/^/ That's falfe. 

Cade, Ay, there's th^ qOeftion ; but I fay, 'tia true: 
The elder of the^n being put to nurfe. 
Was by a beggar-woman ftoU'ii away; 
And, ignorant of his birth and parentage. 
Became a bricklayer when he came to age : 
His fon aryi I ; deny it, if you can. 

Dickr Nay, 'tis too tru^,- therefore he Iball be King« 

Weav. Sir, be ipade a chimney in my father's 
lioufe, and the bricks arc alive at this day to teftify 
it; therefore deny it not. 

StaJ. And wijl you credit this bafe drudge's words. 
That fpcaks he knows not what ? 

AIL Ay, marry, will \yc ; therefore get you gone. 

Y. StaJ, 'Jack Cade, the Duke oiYork hath taught 
you this. 

Cade.HQ lies, for I invented it myfelf. Go to, 
firrah, tell the King from^ me, that for his father's 
fake Henry the fifth (in whofe time boys went to 
fpan-counter for Trench crowns) I am content he Ih all 
reign; but V\\ be proteflor over him. 

Dick, And furthermore we'll have the Lord Sa'f^ 
head, for felling the Dukedom oi Maine, 

Cade, And good reafon; for thereby is England 
maira'd, and fain to go with a ftafF,. but that my 
puiffance holds it up, Fellow-Kings, 1 tell you, that 
that Lord 5flj; hath gelded the common-wealth, and 

made 
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made it an eunuch; and more than that, he can fpekk 
French, and therefore he is a traitor. 

Staf. O grofs and miferable ignorance ! 

Cade. Nay, anfwer if you can : the Frenchmen arc 
our enemies : go to then ; I a(k but this ; can he, 
that fpeaks with the tongue of the enemy, be a good 
counfellor ornb? 

AIL No, no, and therefore we'll have his head* 

Y. Staf. Well, feeing gentle words will not pre- 
vail, 
Aflail them with the army of the King. 

Siaf Herald^ a,vvfiy, g^id thrptighout (jvery town 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade; 
That thofe, which fly before the battle ends, 
May (even in their wives' and childrens' fight) 
Be hang'd up for example at their doors ; 
And you, that be the King's friends, follow me. 

[Exeunt the two Staffords^ with their Train, 

Cade, And you that love the commons, follow me. 
Now (hew yourfelves men, 'tis for liberty. 
We will not leave one lord, one gentleman ; 
Spare none, but fuch as go in clouted (hoone, 
For ihey are thrifty honeft men, and fuch 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 

Dick, They arc all in order, and march towards us. 

Cade, But then are we in order, when we are moft 
out of order. Come, march forward. 

[Exeunt Cade and his party. 
[Alarum to fight, wherein both the StafFords arejlain. 

Re-enter Cade andthe rejl. 

Cade. Where's Dick, the butcher ofA/hfordf 

Dick. Here, Sir. 

Cik/d. They fell before thee, like (heep and oxen, 
and thou behaved'ft thyfelF as if thou hadft been in 
thine own flaughter-houfe ; therefore thus I will re- 
\%ard thee : the lent fliall be as longas it is, and thou 
flialt have a licenfe to kill for a hundred lacking oT\e. 
E 2 Yi\cVf» 
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Dick. I deGrc no more. 

Cade, And to fpeak truth, thou deferv'ft no lefs. 
This monument of the viflory will I bear, and the 
bodies ftiall be dragg'd at ray horfe's heels, till I do 
come to London, where we will have the mayor's 
fword borne before us^ 

Dick, If we mean to thrive and do good, break 
open th« goals, and let out the prifoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant thee. Come, let's 
march towards London. [E9(eunt. 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to Black-Heath. 

Enter King Henry withajupplication, and Queen Mar- 
garet with Suffolk'j head, the Duke ^Buckingham, 
and the Lord Say. 

Q. Mar./^ FT have I heard, that grief, foftens the 

\J mind. 
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; 
Think therefore on revenge, andceafe to weep. 
But who can ceafe to weep, and look on this? 
Here may his head lie on my throbbing breafti 
But where's the body, that I fliouki embrace ? 

Buck, What anfwer makes your Grace to the rebels' 
fupplication? 

K. Henry, I'll fend fome.holy bifhop tointreat; 
For God forbid, fo many fimple fo,uls 
Should perifh by the fword. And I myfelf. 
Rather than bloody war (hould cut them fiiort. 
Will parky with J^c^ Cadexh^n general. 
But flay, ril read it over once again. 

Q. Mar, Ah, barbarous villains! hath this lovely 
face 
RuFd like a wandring planet over me, 
And could it not enforce them to relent, 
That were unworthy <o behold the fame? 

K. Henry, 
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K.* Henry, Lord Say, Jack Cade hath fworn to have 

thy head. 
Say. Ay, but I hope, your highnefs (ball havehis, 
K, Henry, How now. Madam? 
Lamenting ftill, and mourning 'Stiffol^^s death ? 
I fear me, love, if that I had been dead. 
Thou wouldeft not have mouTii'd fo much for me. 
Qi Mar, My love, i ihould not mourn, but die 
for thee. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

K; Henry. How now ? whatpews ? why coro'ft thou 
in fuch hafte? 

Mef, The rebels are in Southwark; fly; my Lord : 
Jack Cade proclaims, jhimfeif Lord' Mortimer. 
Defcended from the Duke of Clarence'' houfe. 
And calls your Grace ufurper openly. 
And vows to crown himfclf in Wejlminjler, 
His army is a ragged multitude 
Of hinds and peafants, tude and rAe reliefs : 
Sir Humphry Stafford and his l^rother's death 
Hath given them.heaft, and courage to proceed : 
All fcholars, lawyers, courtiers, gentlemen. 
They call falfe caterpillars, and intend their deathl 

K. Henry, O gracdefs men ! they know not what 
: '1 ■ theyido- ;.. . >. 

jBzrr^. My- gracious Lord, retire to KiUingworth» 
Uhtil a Power be fais'd to put them down. 

Q. Mar, Ah ! were the Duke of Suffolk now .alive, 
Thefe Kentifh rebels fliould be foon appeas'd. 

K. Henry, Lord Say^ the traitors hate thee, 
Therefore away with us to Killingworth, 

Say, So might your Grace's perfon be in danger « 
The fight of me is odioBS in their eyes; 
And therefore in this city J will I ftay, 
And live alone as fecret as I may. 
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Enter another Mejfenger, 

3 Mef.Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge^ 
The citizens fly hirii, and forfake their houfes; 
The rafidal people, thirftingaftei- prey. 
Join with th^ traitor; and they jointly fwear 
To fpoil the city and your royal court. 

Buck, Then linger not, my lord; away, takehorfc. 

K. Henry. Come, Marg'ret^ God out hope will fuc- 
courns. 

Q; Mar, My hope is gone, now Suffolk is deceased. 

K. Hmry. Farewell my Lord ; trult not to Kentijh 
rebels. 

Buck, Truft no Body, for fear you be bctray'd. 

Say, The truft I have is in mine innocence, 
And therefore am I bold and refoluie. [EKturU* 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to London. 

Enter Lord Scales upon the Tower walkings Then enter 
two or three citizens below. 

Scales. TT O W now ? is Jack Cade (lain ? , 

JL X I Cit, No, my Lord, nor like to be flain: 
for they have won the bridge, killing all thofe that 
withftand them: the Lord Mayor craves aid of your 
honour from the Tower to defend the city from the 
rebels. s 

Scales, Such aid, as I can fpare, you (hall command; 
But I am troubled here with them myfelf. 
The rebels have afTay'd to win the Tower, 
:But get you into Smithfiehd, gather head, 
^ And thither will I fend youMatthew Goff, 
Fight for your King, your cou^ntryi and your lives. 
And fo farewel, for I muft hjence again. 1 [ETieunt* 

SCENE 
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SCENE changes to Cannon-Street. 

Enter ^ack Cade and the reft, and Jlrikes his Jlaff on 
London-Stone. 

Cade, TVJOW is Mortimer Lord of this city, and 
lS here fitting upon London-Stone, I charge 
and command that of the city's coft the pifling con- 
duit run nothing but claret wine thefirft year of our 
reign. And now hence- fOrWard it ihall be treafon 
for any that calls me other than Lord Mortimer. 

Enter ajoldier running. 

Sol. Jac^k Cade, Jack Code! 

Cade. Knock him down there, [They kill him. 

Weav. If this fellow be wife^ he'll ^ncver call you 
Jack Cade more; I think, he hath a very fair warning. 

Dick. My Lord, there's an army gathered together 
in Smithjield. 

Cade. Come then, let's go fight with them: but 
fitft go and fet London-bridge on fire, and if you can, 
burn down the Tower too. Come, let's away. 

[Exeunt ontnes* 

SCENE changes to Smithfield. 

Alarum. Mathew GoS is Jlain^ and alliherejt. Then 

enter ]2lc\l Cade xoith his company. 

Cade. O O, Sirs : Now go fome and pull down the 
i3 Savoy: others to the inns of courts, Mown 
with them all. 

Dick. I have a fuit unto your LordfhJp. ' 

Cade, Be it a Lordfliip, thot (hth have it for that 
"word. 

Dick. Only that the laws of England miy come out 
of your mouth. 

John. Mafs, 'twill be fore law then, for he was 
thruft in the mouth with a fpear, and 'tis not whole yet. 

Smith. Nay, John, it will be {linking law, for his 
breath ftinks with eating toafled chepft. 

E 4 Cade. 
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Cade, I have ihouglitupon it, it fliali befo. Away, 
burn all the records of the realm ; my mouth flialf 
be the parliament of England. 

John, Then we arc like to h^ve biting ftatutcs, 
tmlefs his teeth be pulfd out. 

Cade, And henceforward all things Ihallbe' in com- 
mon. 

s c E N E yi. 

Enter a Meffinger. 
Mef. \yf Y Lard, a prize, a prize ! here's the Lord 
iVl Sny which fold the town in France; he 
lb at made ti« pay one and twenty fifteens and one 
ifliilling to the poUnd, the laft fubfidy*^ 

Enter George with the Lord Say. 

Cfl^^. Well, he fiiall be beheaded for it ten times. -^ 
Ah, thou Say, thou ferge, nay, thou buckram Lord, 
now art ihou within point-blank of our jurifdidioti 
regal. What canft thou anfwer to my Majefty for 
giving up of Normandy unto Monfieur Bajimecu^ the 
Dzuphln o^ France t be it known unto ihee by ih-c^ 
prcfents, even the prci'cnce oi Lord Mortimer, that I 
am the befom that muft fweep the court clean of fuch 
filth as thou art : thou haft moft iraiteroufly corrupted 
the youth of the Realm in ercfting a grammar-fchool; 
and, whereas before, our fore-fathers had no other 
books but the fcore and the tally, thou haft caufcd 
printing tobeius'd;. and contrary to the King, his 
crowa and dignity, thou haft b-uilt a paper-mill. It 
will be proved to thy face that thou haft men about 
thee, thai ufually talk of a Noun and a Verb^ arid 
fuch abominable words, as na chriftian ear can en- 
dure to (hear. Thou haft appointed Juftices of the 
Peace to call poormen before them, about matters 
they were not ,able to anfwer. Moreover, thou haft 
put them in prifon ; and becaufe they could not 

read. 
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read, thou baft hang'd them; when, indeed, only 
for that caufe they have been moft worthy to live. 
Thou doft ride on a foot-clotb, doft thou not? 

Say. What of that? 

Cade. Marry, thou ought'ft not to let thy horfc 
wear a cloak, when honefter men than thou go in 
their hofe and doublets. 

Dick. And work in their Ihirt too ; 4s myfelf, for 
exam|>le, that am a butcher. 

Say, You men of A^^nf 

Dick. What fay you of Kent f 

Say. Nothing but this. • ^Ti% bona terra, mala gens. 

Cade. Away with him, away with him, he fpeaks 
Latin. 

Sdyt Hear mebut fpeak, and bear me where you will. 
Kent, in the commentaries Cajar writ. 
Is termed the civirft place of all this ifle ; 
Sweet is the country, becaufe full of riches. 
The people liberal, valiant, aflivc, wealthy. 
Which makes me hope thou art not void of pity. 
I fold not Maine; I loft not Normandy; 
Yet, to recover them, would lofe my life : 
Juftice with favour have I always done; 
Prayers and tears have mov'd me, gifts could neverr 
When have I aught exafted at your hands ? 
Kent to maintain, the King, the realm and you, 
Large gifts? have I beftow'd on learned clerks ; 
Becaufe my bobk preferred me to thelCingr 
And feeing, ignorance is the curfe of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we fly to heavV, 
Unlefs you be pofleft with dev'lifh fpirits, 
Ye cannot but forbear to murder me: 
This tongue hath parlied unto foreign Kings 
For your behoaf. 

Cade. Tni^ when flruck'ft thoii one blow in the field? 

Say, Great men have reaching hands ; oft have I 
ftruek 
Thofc that I never faw, and ftruek them dead. 

E 5 George. 
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George, O monftrous coward ! what, to come be- 
hind folks ? 

Say. Thefe cheeks are pale with watching for your 
good. 
' Cade, Give him a boxo'th' ear, and that will make 
'em red again. . ' ^ : 

Say, Long fitting to determine poor men's Caufes 
Hath made me full of fickn^fs and difeafes. \ 

Cade, Ye fliall have a hempen caudle then, and the 
help of a hatchet. 

Dick, Why doft thou quiver, man? 

Say, The palfy, and not fear, provokes me. 
t Cadi, Nay, he nods at us, as who ihould fay, I'll 
be even with you. Til fee, if his head will ftand 
ftead^er on a pole or no ; take, ki^,^w^y, ajad be- 
head him. i 

Say, Tell me, wherein have I oflPended moft? 
Have I affeded wealth or honour ? fpeak. 
Are my chefts fill'd up with extorted gold? 
Is my appaxel fumpti^ous to behold? ^ _. , 
Whom have I-injur'd, that, ye feek my death ? , 
Thefe hands are free from guiltlefs blood- flieddi^g ; 
This breaft from harb'ring foul deceitful thoughts, f 
O, let me live ! — 

Cade, I feci reraorfe in myfelf with his yvords; but 
I'll bridle it ; he fhall die, an it be but for. pleading 
fo well for his life. Away with him, he, has a Fapu- 
liar under his tongue, he fpeaks not p' God's nara^j. 
Go, take him away, I fay, and llri^e: off his hfiad 
prefentlyj and then break into hisfon*i|iTiaw's hoMf^i 
Sir '^ames Cromer, and ftrike off his head, and bring 
them Both upon two poles hither. 

All, It (hall be done. 

Say, Ah, Country-men, if when you make yov»r 
pray'rs, ^ 

God ftiould be fo obdurate as yourfelves, , 
How would it fare with your departed fouls ? 
And therefore yet relent, and fave my life. 

Cade. 
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Cadi. .Away with him, and do as I command ye ; 
the proudeft Peer of the Realm fball not wear a head 
on his (houlders, unkfs he pay me tribute ; there (hall 
not a maid be married^ but fhe fliall pay me hei^ 
maide))head ere they have it; men Ibatll hold of me 
in Capite. And we charge and command, that theit. 
wives be as free as heart can wifh, or tongue can tell. 

Dkk. My lord, when (hall we go to Gheapfide^ and 
take up cQmtfiodities upon our bills ? 

Cade, Marry, prefently. 

All. O brave] 

Entit one with the heads, 

€ade. But is not this braver? Let them kifs one 
another ; lor they lov'd well when they were alive : 
Now part them again, left they confult about the 
giviptg lip of fome more towns in France. Soldiers, 
defer the fpoil of tbeGity until night; *or with thefe 
borne before us, infiead of maces, wilt we ride through 
the ftreets, and at every corner have them kifs. Away. 

[Exeunt^ 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to Southwark. 

Alarum^ and Retreat, Enter again Cade, and all his 
Rabblement^ ^ 

Cade. T JP Fijhrflreei, down St. Magnui Corner, kill 
LJ and knock down ; throw them into 
Thamts, [A Parley founded. 

What noife is this I hear .^ 
Dare any be fo bold to found retreat or parley. 
When 1 command them, kill ? , 

Enter Buckingham and old Clifford, attended, 

Uu^k. Ay, h€r:e they be that dare and will cjifturb 
thee : 

E 6 Know, 
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Know, Cade^ we come Ambaffadors from the Ring 
Unto tbe Commons, whom ihou haft mif-led; 
And here pionounce free pardon to them AIJ, 
Tliat will forfake ihee, and go home in peace. 

CHJ, What fay ye, Country-men, will ye relent^ 
And yield to mercy, whilft 'tis offer'd you. 
Or let a rabble lead*you to your deaths ? 
Who loves the King, and will embrace his Pardon^ 
Fling up his cap, and fay, Godfave his Majefty I 
Who hateth him, and honours not his father,, 
Henry the fifth, that^made all Iranu to quake. 
Shake he his weapon at us, and pafs by. 

AIL God fave the King! God fave the King ! 

Cade. What, Buckingham and Clifford^ arc yc fo»^ 
brave ? and you, bafe peafants, do ye believe 'em ? 
will you needs bebang'd with your pardons about 
your necks ? hath my fword therefore broke through 
London gates, that you (h^uld leave me at the White* 
hart in Southwarkf I thought, y cm would never have 
given out thefe arms, till you had recovered your an- 
cient Freedom : but you are all recreants and da- 
ftards, and delight to live in flavery to the Nobility- 
Let them break your backs with burdeas, take your 
houfes over your heads, ravifli your wives and daugh- 
ters before your faces. For me, I will make (hiffc 
for one, and fo God's cuife light upon you all ! 

AIL We'll follow Cade, we'll follow Cade. 

Clif, Is Cade the fon oi Henry the fifth. 
That thus you do exclaim, you'll go with him? 
Will be Gonduft you through the heart of France^ 
And make the mcaneft of you Earls and Dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to r 
Nor knows he how to live, but by the fpoil;; 
Unlefs by robbing of your friends aad us. 
Were't not a fliame, that, whilft you live at jar^ 
The fearful French^ whom you late vanquiftied. 
Should make a ft«rt o'er leas, ^nd vanquifli you? 
Methinks^ already in vthis civil broil 

I fee 
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I fee them lording it in London ftrects. 
Crying, Villa geois ! unto all they meet. 
Better, ten thoufand bafe-born Cades mifcarry ; 
Than you Ihould ftoop unto a Frenchman s mercy. 
To France^ to France, and get what you have loft; 
Spare England, for it is your native coaft. 
Henry hath mercy, you are ftrong and manly: 
God on our fide, doubt not of viftory. 

AIL A Cliffiyrdt a aifford! we 11 follow the King 
and Cliford. 

Cade. Was ever feather fo lightly blown to and fro, 
as this multitude ? the name of Henry the fifth hales 
them to an hundred mifchiefs, and makes them leave 
me defolate. I fee them lay their heads together to- 
furpriz« me. My fword make way for me, for here 
is no ftaying; indefpight of the devils and hell, have 
through the very midft of you ; and heavens and ho- 
nour be witnefs, that no want of refolution in me^ 
but only my followers bafe and ignominious trea- 
fons make me betake me to my heels. [ExiK 

" Buck. What, is he fled? go fome, and follow him. 
And he, that brings his head unto the King,^ 
Shall have a thoufand crowns for his reward. 

[Exeunt Jome of them. 
Follow me, foldiers ; we'll devife a mean 
To reconcile you All unto the King. [Exeunt omnes. 

SCENE VIII. 

The Falace at Killingworth, 

Sound trumpets. Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, 

and Somerfet on the Terras. 
K. Henry. T y\ f A S ever King that joy'd an earthly 

VV throne. 

And could command no more content than 1 ? 
No fooner was I crept out of my cradle. 
But I was made a King at nine months old : 
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-Was never Subjed long'd to be a King^ 
As I do long and wifli to be a Subjed, 

Enter Buckingham and Clifford. 
Buck. Health, and glad tidings to your Majefty ! 
K. Henry. Why, Buckingham^ is the traitor Cade 
furpriz'd ? , 
Or is he but retirM to make him ftrong ! 

Enter multitudes with halters about their necks* 

Clif. He's fled, ray lord, and all bis pow'rs do 
yield; 
And humbly thus with baiters on their necks 
Exped your highnefs' doom of life or death. 

K. Henry, Then, heaven, fet ope thy everlafting^ 
gates. 
To entertain my vows of thanks and praife. 
Soldiers^ this day have you redeemed your lives^. ' 
And ihew'd how well you kive your Prince and 

. Country: 
Continue Aill in this fo good a mind. 
And Hemj^ though he be unfortunate, 
Affure youpfclvcs, will never be unkind t 
And fo with thanks, and pardon to you all, 
I do difmifs you to your feveral countries. 
AIL God fave the King ! God fave the King f 

Enter Mejfenger. 
Mef. Pleafe it yoiir Grace to.be advettifed. 
The Duke oiTork is newly come from Ireland; 
And with a puiffant and mighty pow'r 
Of Gallow-gialfes and ftout Kernes, 
Is marching hitherward in proud array: 
And ftill proclaimetb, as he comes along, 
His Arms are only to remove from thee 
The Duke of Somerfet, whom he term§,a traitor. 
K. Henry. Thus ftands my ftate, 'twixt Cade and 
Tori diarefl ; ' 

Like 
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Like to a fliip, that, having 'fcap'd a tempeft. 
Is ftraitway claimed and boarded with, a pirate. 
But now is Cade driven back, his men difpers'd; 
And now is York in arms to fecond him. 
I pray thee, Buckingham^ go and meet with hiro. 
And aft. him wbiat's the reafon of thcfe arms : 
Tell him, FU fend Duke Edmund to the Tower ; 
And, Somerjet^ wc will commit thee thither. 
Until his army be difmift from him. 

Som, My lord, 
ril yield myfelf to prifon willingly. 
Or unto death, to do my country good. 

K. Henry, In any cafe be not too rough in terms, 
For he is Herce and cannot brook hard language* 

Buck. I vyil^, jnixy lord 5 and doubt not fo to deal, 
As ail things ih^U redound uinto your good. 

K. Henry. ' Come, wife^ let's in, and learn to go- 
. vern better; 
For yet may England cutfe my wretched Reign. 

[ExevmL 

S C E N E IX. 

A Gardeh in KENT. 

JE^/^r Jack Cade. 

Cade, T?! E on ambiuons ; fie on myfelf, that have 
Jj a fwotd, and yet am ready tofamifh. Thefe 
five days have T hid me in thefe woods* and durft not 
peep out, for all the Gountry is laid for me : but 
now am I fo hungry, that if I might have a leafe of 
niy life foj a thoufa»nd years, I could ftay no longer. 
Wherefore on a brick-wall have I climb'd into this 
garden to fee if I can eat grafs, or pick a fallet ano- 
ther while, which is not amifs to cool a man*s ilo- 
mach this hot weather; and, I think, this word fal-^ 
let was born to do me good ; for many a time, but 
for a fallet, my brain-pan had been cleft with a brown 
bill; and many a^ lime when I have been dry,' and 

bravely 
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bravely marching, it hath ferv'd me inftead of a 
quart-pot to drink in; and now the word fallet muft 
ferve me to feed on. 

Enter Iden. 

Idtn. Lord! who would live turmoiled in the Court, 
And may enjoy fuch quiet Walks as thefe ? 
This fmali inheritance, my father left me, 
Contentethme, and'^s worth a monarchy. 
I fcek not to wax Great by others' waining ; 
Or gather wealth, I care not with what envy^ 
Sufficeth, That I have maintains my ftate; 
And fends the poor well pleafed from my gate. 

Cade, Here's the lord of the foil come to feize me 
for. a iftray^ for eatring his fee-fimplc without leave. 
Ah villain^ thou wilt betray me and get a thoufand 
crowns of the King by carrying my head to him ; but 
ril make thee eat iron like an oftridge, and fwallow 
my fword like a great pin, ere thou and I part. 

Iden, Why, rude companion, whatfoe'er thou be, 
I know thee not; why then Ihpuld 1 betray thee? 
Is't not enough to break into my garden. 
And, like a thief, to come to^ rob my grounds. 
Climbing my walls in fpight of me the owner. 
But thou wilt brave me with thefe fancy terms ? 

Cade, Brave thee ? by the beft blood that ever was 
broach'di *nd beard thee too. Look on me well, I 
have eat lio meat thefe five days, yet come thou and 
thy fiv^ men, and if I do not leave you as dead as a 
door nail, I pray God, I may never eat grkfs more. 

Iden. Nay, i t fliall ne'er be faid while England ft^nds. 
That Alexander Iden an Efquire of Kent^ 
Took odds to combat a poor famifh'd man. 
Dppofe thy fledfaft gazing eyes to mine, ' 

Se? if thou canfl out-face me with thy looks : 
Set limb to limb, and thou art far the leffer: 
Thy hand is but a finger to my fift ; \ 

Thy leg a flick, compared with this truncheon. 

My 
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iAy foot {hall fight with all the ftrength thou haft ; 
And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 
Irhy grave is digged already in the earth : 
As for more words, let this my fword report 
(Whofe greatnefs anfwers words)whatfpcech forbears. 
Cade, By ray valour, the moft complete champioti 
that ever I heard. Steel, if thou turn thine edge, or 
cut not out the burly-bon'd Clown in chines of beef 
ere thou fleep in thy Iheath, I befecch "^ove on my 
knees thou may'ft be turned into hobnails* [Here 
they fight. '\ O I am flain ! famine, and.no other, hath 
flain me ; let ten thoufand devils come againft me, - 
and give me but the ten meals I have loft, and Fd 
defy them all. Wither garden, and be henceforth a 
burying-place to all that do dwell in this houfe; be- 
caufe the unconquer'd foul of Cade is fled. 

Iden, Is't Cade that I have flain, th^t monftrous 
traitor ? 
Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed. 
And hang thee o'er my tomb-, when I -am dead. 
Ne'er fliall this blood be wiped from thy pointy 
But thou Ihalt wear it as a aeraki's edaf^ 
T emtlaze the tionoUr which thy maftef gof. 

Cade, Jden^ farewel, and be proud of thy viftory : 
tell Kent from me, flie hath loft her beft man ; and 
exhort all the world to be cowards ; for I, that never 
fear'd any, am vanquiflied by famine, not by Ta^ 
Jour. [Dies,, 

Iden. How much thou wrong'ft me^ heaven be my 
judge! 
Die damned wretch, the Giirfe of her thSit bare thee; 
And as I thruft thy body in with my fword. 
So wifli I, I might thruft thy foul to hell. 
Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 

^ Unto a dunghill, whjch Ihall be thy grave; 

^ And there cut off* thy moft ungracious head,. 

i Which I will bear in triumph to the King, 
Leaving thy trunk for crqws to feed u^on% 
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ACT V. SCENE L 

In the Fields near London. 
Enter York, and his armyoflnOif with drum and colours. 

FR M Ireland thus comes York to claim his Right, 
And pluck the Crov,^n from feeble Henrys head. 
Ring, bells, aloud; burn, bonfires, clear and bright, 
To entertain great -Ewg^/flwefs lawful King! 
Ah Majefty ! who would not buy thee dear? 
Let them obey, that know not how to rule. 
This hand was made to handle nought but gold. 
I cannot give due aftion to my words. 
Except a fv/ord, or fcepter, ballance it. 
A fcepter fhall it have, have I a foul. 
On which Til tofs the Flower-de-luce of France. 

jSn/^r Buckingham* 
Whom have we here ? Buckingham io diilurb me ? 
The King hath fent him, fure: 1 muft diflcjwble. ^^ 

Buck. York^ if thou rncaneft well, I greet thee well. 

York. Humphry o{ Buckingham^ I accept thy greeting. 
Art thou a mefl'enger, or come of pleafure ? 

Biuk. A meffenger from Henry our dread Liege, 
To know the reafon of thefe Arms in Peace? 
Or why, thou, being a Subjeft as I am, 
Againft thy Oath and true allegiance fworn, 
Should'ft raife fo great a power without his leave? 
Or dare to bring thy force fo near the Court? 

York. Scarce can I fpeak, my choler is*^ 
fo great. 
Oh! I could hew up rocks, and fight withflint, 
I am fo angry at thefe abjeft terms. Y Afide* 

And now, like Ajan Telamonius^ 
On (heep or oxen could I fpend my fury. 
I am far better born thw is the King : 

More 
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More like a King, more kingly in my thoughts. ) 
But I muft make fair weather yet a while / Ajiie* 
Till Henry be more weak and I more ftrong. ) 
O Buckingham ! I pr ythee, pardon me. 
That I have giv'n no anfwcr all this white t 
My mind was troubled with deep melancholy. 
The caufe, why I have brought this artny hither, 
Is to remove proud Somerfet from the King, 
Seditious to his Grace and to the Statd. 

Buck. That is top much prefumption on thy part; 
But if thy arms be to no other end, 
The King hath yielded unto thy demand : 
The Duke o^ Somerfet is in the Tower, 

York. Upon thine Honour is he prifoncr? 

Buck, Upon mine Honour, he is'prifoner* 

York, Then, Buckingham^ I do difrpifs my Powers. 
Soldiers, I thank you all; difpcrfe yourfelves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in St. George\ field, 
You fliall have Pay and every thing you wilh. 
And let my Sovereign, virtuous Henry^ 
Command my eldeft fou; nay, all my fons, 
As pledges of my fealty and love, 
ril fend them all as willing as I live; 
Lands, goods, horfe, armour, any thing I have 
Is his to ufe, fo Somerfet may die. 

Buck. York, I cdmmend this kind fubmiffion, 
We twain will go into his Highnefs' tent. [Exeunt. 

s c E N E II. 

Changes to the King's Pavilion. 
Enter King Henry, and Attendants. Re-enter Bucking- 
ham and York, attended. 
K.Henry, njckingham^ doth York intend no Harm 

•*^ to us. 
That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm ? 

York. In all fubmiffion, and humility, 
York doth 'prefent himfelf unto your Highnefs. 
K. Henry. Then what intend thcfc forces vIvom dQ?L 
bring? \^y\^ 
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York. To heave the traitor ^am^r/i'^ from hence, 
And fight againft that monftrous Rebel Cade; 
Whom, fince, I heard to be difcomfited. 

Enter Iden ivith Cadc'j head, 

Iden, If one fo rude, and of fo mean Condition, 
May pafs into the prcfencc of a King, 
Lo, I prefent your Grace a traitor's head ; 
The head of Cade^ whom I in Combat flew. 

K. Henry. The head of Cade? great God I howjuft 
art thou? 
O, let me view his vifage being dead, 
That, living, wrought me fuch exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend ; art thou the man, that flew 
him? 

Iden.: I was, an't like yonr Majefty. [degree? 

K. Henry. How art thou call'd ? and what is thy 

Iden. Alesander Iden^ that's my name, 
A poor Efquire oi' Kent, that loves the King. 

Buck. So pleafe it you, my lord, 'twere not imifo 
He were created Knight for bis good ferviee. 

K. Henry. Iden, kneel do>Yn; rife up a Knight : 
We give thee for reward a ihoufand marks. 
And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden live to merit fuch a bounty. 
And never live but true unto his Liege I 

S C E N E IIL 

Enter Queen Margaret and Somerfet. 
K: Henry. OEE, Buckingham, Somerfet comts with the 

O / Queen ; 
Go, bid hjer hide him quickly from the Duke. 
Q; Mar. For thoufand Torks he Diall not hide his 
head, ' ' 

But boldly ftand and front him to his face. 
York. How now ? is Somerfet at liberty ? 
Then, York, unloofe thy long imprifon'd thoughts, 

And 
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And let thy tougue be equal with thy heart. 
Shall I endure the fight of Somerfet? 
Falfe King .* why haft thou broken faith with me. 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abufe? 
King did I call thee ? no, thou art no King : 
Nor fit to govern and rule multitudes, 
Which durft not, no, nor canft not rule a traitor* 
That head of thine doth not become a Crown : 
Thy hand is made to grafp a palmer^s fiaff. 
And not to grace an awful princely fcepter. 
That gold muft round engirt thefe brows of mine, 
Whofe fmile and frown, (like to Achilles' fpear) 
Is able with the change »o kill and cure. 
Here is a hand to hold a fcepter up, . 
And with the fame to aft controlling laws : 
Give place; by heaven, thou ihalt rule no more 
O'er him, whom heav'n created for thy ruler. ' 

Som. O monftrous traitor I I arreft thee, Tork ; 
Of capital treafon 'gainft the King and Crown ; 
Obey, audacious traitor, kneel for grace. 

Tork. Sirrah, call in my Sons to. be my bail ; 
Would'ft have mc kncd ? Firft, let me afk of thefe, 
If they can brook I bow a knee to man. 
I know, ere they will let me go to Ward, 
They'll pawn their fwords for my enfranchifement. 

Q. Mar. Gall hither Clifford^ bid him come* amain, 
To fay, if that the baftard boys of Tork 
Shall be the Sutety for their traitor father. 

Tork. O blood-fpotted Neapolitan, 
Out-caft of Naples^ England's bloody fcourge ! 
The fons of Tork, thy Betters in their Birth, . 
Shall be their father's bail, and bane to thofc 
^ That for my furery will refufe the boys. 

Enter Edward and Richard. 

See, where they come ; Til v/ari-ant, they'll make it 
j good. 



► 
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Enter CliflFord. 

Q. Mar, And here comes Clifford, to deny their 
bail. 

CMf Health and all Happinefs to my lord the King! 

York. I thank thee, Oiffbrd; fay, what ftews with 
thee? 
Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 
We are thy Sovereign, Clifford^ kneel again; 
For thy noiftaking fo, we pardon thee. 

Clif» This is my King, Yurk^ I do not miflake ; 
Bu.t thou mifiak'ii me much, to think I do ; 
To Bedlam with him, is the man growth mad ? 

K. Henrj. Ay, Clifford^ a Bedlam and anftbitiout 
humour 
Makes hin^ oppofe himfelf againfi his King. 

Clif, He is a traitor, let him to the Tower, 
And crop away that fa&ious pate of his^ 

Q. Mar, He is arretted, but will not obey : 
His fons^ he fays, ihall give their words for him. 

York. Will you not, fons ? 

JS. ?ldn. Ay, noble father, if our words^ will ferve. 

Ji, Tlan. And if words will not, then our weapons 
fliall. 

Clif* Why, what a brood of traitors have we here ? 

York' Look in a glafs, and call thy image fo. 
I am thy King, anjd thou a lalfe-heart traitor; 
Call nither to the flake my two brave bears^ 
That with the very (baking of their chains 
They may aftonifh thefe fell-lurking curs ; 
Bid Salijbury and Warwick com€ to me. 

s c E N E IV. 

EnUr the Earl of Warwick and Salifbury. 

Clif A^^ ^^^'^ ^^y ^^^"? ^^^^^ l^ait thy bears 

Jl\ to death, 
And manacle the bear-ward in their chains, ; 
IF thon dar'ft bring them to the baiting-place. 

R. Flan. 
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JR. Plan. Oft have I fcen a hot o'er-wcening cur 
Run back and bite, becaufe he was with-held; 
Who, being fuffer'd with the bear's fell paw. 
Hath clapt his tail betwixt his legs and cry'd : 
And fuch a .piece of fervice will you do. 
If you oppofe yourfclves to match lord Warwick, 

Clif. Hence, heap of wrath, foul indigefted lump. 
As crooked in thy manners, as thy fliape. » 

York. Nay, we (hall heat you thoroughly anon. 
Clif, Take heed, left by your heat you burn your- 

felves. 
K. Henry. Why, Wahuick^ hath thy knee forgot 
to bow ? ■ 
Old Salijbury^ fliame to thy filver hair. 
Thou mad mif-leader of thy brain-fick fon. 
What, wilt thou on thy death-bed play the ruffian. 
And feek for forrow with thy fpeftacles ? 
Oh, where is faith ? oh, where is loyalty ? 
If it be banilh'd from the frofty head. 
Where (hall it find a harbour in the earth ? 
Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 
And fhame thine honourable age with blood ? 
Why, art thou old, and want'ft experience? 
Or wherefore doft abufe it, if thou haft it? 
For fliarae, in duty bend thy knee to me, 
l)iat bows unto the grave with mickle age. 

5a/. My lord, I have conCder d with myfelf 
The Title' of this moft renowned Duke 5 
And in my confcience do repute his Grace 
The rightful heir to England's royal Seat. 

K. Henry, Haft thou not fworn allegiance unto me ? 

Sal. I have, 

K. Henry. Ganft thoudifpenfe with heav'n for fuch 

an oath? 
Sal. It is great fin to fwear unto a fin; 
But greater Gn to keep a finful oath: 
Who can be bound by any folemn vow 
To do a murd'rous deed, to rob a man. 
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To force a fpotlefs virgin's chaftity, 
To reave the orphan of his patrimony. 
To wring the widow* from her cuftom'd right. 
And have*no other reafon for his wrong. 
But that he was bound by a fokmn oath ? 

Q^. Mar, A fubtle traitor needs no fophifter. 

K. Henry, C all Buckingham, and bid hiip arm himfelf, 

Tor^, Gall Buckingham and all the friends thou haft, 
I am refolv'd for death or dignity. 

Old Clif. The firft I warrant thee ; if dreams prove true* 

War, You were beft go to bed and dream again, 
To keep, thee from th€ tempcft of the field. 

Old Clif, I am refolv'd to bear a greater florm 
Than any thou canft conjure up to day^ 
And that Fll write upon thy Burgonet, 
JViight I but know thee by thy Houfe's Badge. 

War, Now by my fathers Badge, old JNtoi/fs Crefi, 
The rampant bear chained to the rugged ftafF, 
This day Til wear aloft my Burgonet, 
(As on a mountain-top the cedar (hews. 
That keeps his leaves in fpight of any ftorm,) 
Ev'n toaffright thee with the view thereof. 

Old Clif And from thy Burgonet TU rend thy bear, 
Amd tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Defpight the bear-ward, that proteds the bear. 

T, Clif And fo to Arms, vidorious noble father. 
To quell the rebels and their complices. 

R, Plan. Fie, charity forfliame, fpeak not in fpight,* 
For you ftiall fup with Jefu Chrift to night. 

!r.C/i/iFoulftiginiitic,that's more than thou canft telL 

R, Plan, If not in heav'n, you'll furely fup in helU 

[ Exeunt^ fevcrally, 

S C E N E V. 

Changes, to a Field of Battle at St, Albans. 

Enter Warwick. 

IVv^r, r^L I FVC R D of Cumberland^ his Warwick 

And 
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And if thou doft not hide thee from the bear, 
(Now when the angry trumpet founds alarum. 
And dying men's cries do fill the empty air,) 
Clifford^ I fay, come forth and fight with me ; 
Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland^ 
Warwick is boarfe with calling thee to arms. 

Enter York. 

War, How now, my noble lord ? what all a-foot ? 

York. The deadly-handed Clifford flew my Steed : 
But match to match I have encountred him. 
And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 
Ev'n of the bonny beaft he lov'd fo well. * 

Enter Clifford. 
War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 
York. Hold, Warwick : feek thee out fome other 
chafe, 
For I myfelf muft hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then noWy, York; 'tis for a Crown thou 
fight'ft: 
As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to day. 
It grieves my foul to leave thee unaffail'd. [Exit War. 
Clif. What feeft thou in mo^York? why dofl thou 

paufe ? 
York, With thy brave Bearing fliould I be in love, 
•But that thou art fo faft mine enemy. 

CI if. Nor (hould thy Provyefs want pralfc and 
efteem. 
But that 'tis (hewn ignobly, and in treafon. 

York. So let it help m^ now againft thy fword. 
As I in Juftice and true Right exprefs it. 

Clif. My foul and body on the aAion both ! ^ , 

York. A dreadful by,addrefs thee inftantly. [Fight.^ 
Clif, La Jin couronne Us ceuvres. [Dies. 

York. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou art 
ftill; 
Peace with his foul, hc.av'n, if it be thv will. [Esit. 
Vol. VJ. ¥ ' ^u\tc 
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Enter young ClifFord. 
y. Clif, Shame and confufion ! all is on the rout: 
iFear frames difordet; and diforder wotinds. 
Where it fhould guard. O war! thou fon of hell, 
Whom angry heavens do make their minifter," 
Throw in the frozen bofoms of our part 
Hot coals of vengeance. Let no foldier fly. 
He, that is truly dedicate to war. 
Hath no felf-love ; for he, that loves himfelf, 
Hath not eflentially, but by circumftance, 
The name of valour. — O let the vile world end, 

[Seeing his dead father. 
And the premifed flames of the laft day 
K-nit earth and heav'n together ! 
Now let the general trumpet blow his blaft, 
Particularities and petty founds 
Toceafe! Watt thou ordained, O dear father. 
To lofe thy youth in peace, and to atchieve 
The filver livery of advifed age; 
And in ijiy reverence, and thy chair-days, thus 
To die in ruflBan battle? Even at this fight 
My heart is turn'd to ftone ; and while 'tis mine, 
It fliall be ftony. York not our old men fpares : 
No more will I their babes: Tears virginal 
Shall be to me even as the dew to fire ; 
And Beauty, that. the tyrant oft reclaims. 
Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and wax. 
Henceforth I will not have to do with pity. 
Meet I an Infant of the Houfe of Ibr^, 
Into as many gobbits will I cut it. 
As wild Medea young Abfyrius did. 
In cruelty will I feek out my fame. 
Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford's Houfe: 
As did j£neas old Anchifes bear. 
So I bear thee upon my manly ftiouldcrs; 
But then j£?ieas bare a living load, 
Nothing fo heavy as thefe woes of mine. 

[Exit, bearing off his Father. 
Enter 
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Enter Richard Plantagehet and Somerfet, to fight, 

R, Flan, So, lie thou there : [Somerfetfj kilVd. 

For underneath an ale-houfe' paltry Sign, 
The Gaftle in St. Albans, Somtrfet 
Hath made the Wizard famous ijn his death ; 
Sword, hold thy temper; heart, be wrathful flill: 
Priefts pray for enemies, but Princes kill. 

[Exit Richard Plantagenct. 

SCENE VI. 

Eight, Excnrfions. Enter Kin^ Henry, Qjieen Margaret, 

and others, ' ' 

Q^. Mar,^ A WAY, my lord, you are flow; for 
JljL fhame, away. 

K. Henry, Can we out-run the heav'ns ! good 

Marg'ret^ fta^y. 
Q. Mar, What are you made of .^ you'll not fight, 
nor fly: 
Now is it manhood, wifdoni and defence, 
To give the enemy way, and to fecure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

, [Alarum afar off^ 

If you be ta'en, we then fliould fee the bottom 
Of all our fortunes; but if we haply Tcape, 
(As well WG may, if not through, your negled,) 
We {hall to London get, where you are lov'd; 
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made. 
May readily be ftopt, . 

E7iter Clifford. 

Clif, But that my heart's on future mifchicf fct^ 
I would fpeak blafphemy, ere bid you fly ; 
But fly you mufl:: incurable difcomfit 
Reigns in the hearts df all our prefent party. 
Away, for your relief; and we will live 
To fee their day, and them our fortune give. 
Away, my lord, away ! [Exeunt. 

' ' F a ^ A\aTutx\* 
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Alarum, Retreat. Enter York^ Richard Plantagenet, 
Warwick, and Soldiers^ with Drum and Colours. 

York, Of Sali/bury, who can report of him ? 
That winter lion, who in rage forgets 
Aged contufions, and all bruife of time; 
And, like a Gallant in the brow of youth, 
Repairs him with occafion. This happy day 
Is not itfelf, nor have we won one foot, 
If Salijbury be loft. 

R. Plan, My noble father. 
Three times to day I holp him to his horfe, 
Three times beftrid him ; ihrice I led him oflF, 
Perfuaded him from any further aft : 
But ftill, were dangei- was, ftill there I met him ; 
And, like rich Hangings in an homely hoxife, 
So was his Will in his old feeble body. 
But noble as he is, look, where he comes. 

Enter Salifbuty. 

Sal, Now, by my f word, well haft thou fought 
to day; 
By th* Mafs, fo did we all. I thank you, Richard, 
God knows, how long it is I have to live; 
And it hath pleas'd him, that three times to day 
You have defended me from imminent death. 
Well, lords, we have not got That which we have; 
^Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 
Being oppofites of fuch repairing nature. 

York, I know our fafety is tb follow them; 
For, as I hear, the King is fled to London^ 
To call a prefent Court of Parliament. 
Let us purfue him, ere the Writs go forth. 
What fays lord W<irwick^ fhall we after them? 

War, After them ! nay, before them, if we can. 
Now by my hand, lords, 'twas a glorious day. 
St. Albans' battle, won by famous York^ 
Shall be eternized in all age to come. 
Sound drum and trumpets, and to London all. 
And mpre fuch days as tUefe to us befall ! [Exeunt. 
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Dramatis Perfoaae. 

X/A'G Hcniy VI. 

Edward, Son to the King, and Prince oj Wales. 

Duke oj Somerfet, 

Earl of Northumberland, 

£arl 0/ Weft morl and, 

Lord Clifford, 

£ari of Richmond^ a Youth, afterwards King Henry VII. 

Richard, Dui^r 0/ York. 

Edward, EldeJ Son to the Duke fj York, afterwards King Edward IV. 

George, Duke of ClzTtncc, fecond Son to the Duke of Yoik, 

Richard, Duke of Gloucefter, third Son to the Duke oJ York, ajter* 

wards King Richard III. 
Edmund, far/ fl/ Rutland, jaun^^/f Son to the Duke ©/"York^ 
XHii/f */ Norfolk, -^ ' 

Mar^u/yio/ Montague, I 
£flr/ 0/ VS^aiwick, f 

Earl of Salifbury, ^ Of the Duke of York'i Party ^ 

Earl of Pembroke, j 

Lord. Haftings, I 

Lord Stafford, J 

Sir William Stanley^ afterwards Earl of Derby. 

Lord Rivers, Brother to the Lady Gray. 

iS/r John Montgomery. 

Lieutenant oJ the Tower. 

Mayor £/" Coventry. 

Mayor and Alderman of '^oiYi,' ' 

SomerviUc. 

Humphry and Sinklo, two Hunt/men. 

Lewis, King oJ France. 

Bourbon, Admiral 0/ France. 

Queen Margaret. 

Bona, Sijer to the French King, 

iMdy Gray, Widow oJ Sir ]ohn Gray, afterwards gtfwn^o Edward IV. 

Soldiers and other Attendants on King Henry, and King Edward. 

h Part of the Third Aa, the SCENE is laid in France; during a 
ihi re/l of the Play, in England. 
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King H E X R r VI. 

A G T I. SCENE L 

LONDON. 

Alarum. Enter Duke of York, Edward, Richard, 
Norfolk, Montague, Warwick, and Soldiers. 

Warwick/ 

I Wonder, how the King efcaj/d oiir hands I 
York. While we pqrfu'd the horfemen of the 
He flily ftole away and left his men: [norths 

.'Whereat the great lord oi' Northumberland^ 
Whofe warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Clear'd up the drooping army; and himfelf, 
Lord Clifford^ and lord Stafford^ all a-breafi, 
Gharg'd our main battle'^s front; and, breaking in, 
Were by the fwords of common foldiers flain. 

Edw, Lord Stafford's father, Dvike of Buckingham^ 
Is either flain or wounded dang'roufly. 
1 cleft his beaver with a down-right blow : 
That this is true, father, behold bis blood. 

Mont. And, brother, here's the Earl of Wilt/hire'^ 
blood ; 
Whom \ encountered, as the battles joinM ; 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and tell them what I did. 
\Throwing down the Duke of Somerfet's Head. 
York. Richard hath beft defervM of all my Sons : 
Is his Grace dead, my lord oiSomerfetf 

Norf Such hope have all the Line of John of Gaunt! 

Rich. Thus do I hope to ihake King Henrf% head, 

F 4 War. 
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War. And fodo I. Viflorious Prince oiYori^ 
Before I fee thee feated in that Throne, 
Which now the Houfc of Lancajter ufurps, 
I vow by heaven, thefe eyes (hall never clofe. 
This is the Palace of that fearful King, 
And this the regal Seat; poffefs it, York ; 
For this is thine, and not King He^irjs heirs'. 

York. Affift me then, fweet Warwick^ and I will > 
For hither we have broken in by force. 

NorJ. We'll all affift you ; he, that flies, fhall die. 

York, Thanks, gentle Norfolk; ftay by rae, my lords v 
And, foldiers, ftay and lodge by me this night. 

' [They go up. 

War. And when the King comes, offer him ifo 
violence; 
Unleis he feek to thruft you oat by force. 

ybr^. The Qpeenihisday here holds her Parliament, 
But little thinks, we fhall be of her Council ; 
By words or blows here let as win our Right. ' 

Rick. ArmM as wc are, let's ftay within this houfe,- • 

War. The bloody Parliament fhall this be call'd, 
Unlcfs Plantagenet^ Duke of Ybr^, be King; 
And bafhful Henry depos'd ; whdfe cowardifc 
Hath made us By-words to our enemies. 

York. Then leave me not ; my lords, be refolute ; 
I mean to take poffeffion of my Right. 

War, Neither the King, nor he that loves him beft. 
The proudeft he that holds up Lancajler^ 
Dares ftir a wing, rf Warwick {h^kc his bells, 
ni plant Plantagenet; root him up, who dare: 
Refolve thee, Richard; claim the Englifh Grown.. 

SCENE IL 

Enter King Henry, Clifford, Northumberland, Weft- 

morland, Exeter, and others. 
|C. Henry. TV /fY lords, look where the fturdy Rebel 

Even 
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Even in the chair of State ; belike, he means 
(Back'd by the Power of Warwick, that falfe Peer,) 
Tafpire unto the Crown, and reign as King, 
Earl of Northumberland^ he. flew thy father; 
And thine. Lord Clifford; and you vow'd revenge 
On him, his fons, his favorites, and his friends. 

North. If I be not, heav'ns be revengM on me ! 

Clif, The hope thereof makes Clifford mouxn in flecL 

Wejl. What, Ihall we fuflfer this ? let's pluck him 
down ; 
My heart for anger burns, I cannot brook it. 

K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Earl of WeJimoHand^ 

Clif, Patience is for poltroons, and fuch is he : 
He durft not fit therej, had your father liv'd. 
My gracious lord, here in the Parliament 
Let us aflfail the Family of York. 

North. Well haft thou fpoken, Coufin, be it fo. 

K.H^nr)^. Ah! know you not, the City favours them. 
And they have troops of foldiets at their beck ? 

Exe. But when the Duke is flain, they'll quickly fly. 

IL. Henry. Far be the thought of this from Henry % 
heart. 
To make a Shambles of the Farliament-houfe. 
Coufin of Exeter, frowns, words and threats. 
Shall be the war that Henry means to ufc. 
Thou fadious Duke of York, defcend my Throne ; 

[To the Duke. 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet: 
I am thy Sovereign.. 

York. Thou rt deceived, I'm thine. [York. 

Exe. For ftiame come down : he made thee Duke of 

York. 'Twas my inheritance, as the Kingdom is* 

Exe. Thy father was a. traitor to the crown. 

War, Exeter, thou art a traitor to the crown; 
In following this ufutping Henry, 

Clif. Whom IhouldhefolloWi but his natural King? 

War. True, Clifford; and that's Richard Duke of 
York. 

F J YwAlaw-^. 
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K. Henry. And fcall I ftand, and thou fit in nay 
Throne? 

York. It muft and fliall be fo, content thyfelf. 

War, Be Duke of Lancajter^ let him be King. 

Weji, He is both King, and Duke oi Laricajter; 
And that the lord oi Wtjlmorland {hzW maintain. 

War. And Warwick fliall difprove iti .Y6u forget, 
'That we are thofe, which chas'd you from the field. 
And flew your fathers, and with Colours fpread 
March'd through the city to the Palace-gates, 

North. No, Warwick., I remember it to my grief. 
And, by his f^ul, thou and thy Houfe fliall rue it. 

Weft. Plarhtajgenet., of thee and- thefe thy fons, . 
Thy kinfmen' and thy friends^ TR have more lives. 
Than drops of blood were in my father's veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more; left that, inftead of words, 
I fend thee, Warwick., fuch a meflenger. 
As fliaH revenge his death before I ftir. . 

WaTr Poor Clifford! how I fcorn his worthlefs 
threats. ' • i. ■ . . . 

Yotk^ Will yoii, we fliew oiut Title to- the CVown ? 
If not, our fwords fliall plead it in the field, 

K. Henry. What Title haft thou, traitor, to the 
crown ? 
Thy father was, as thou art, Duke oiYork; 
Thy graridfathcr Roger Mortimer.^ Eztl of March, 
I am the fon of Henry the Fifth, 
Who made the Dauphin and the French to ftoop, i . . 
And feizM upon their towns and.provinces, ."j i ; i 

War. Talk not of France, fith thou haftloift it all. 

K. Henry. The loid Proteftor loft it,ajid u6t I ; 
When I wajicrown'd, ,1 was but.riiije months .old. 

i^c^.: You are old enougii.naw, and.^et^methinks 
r. you lofe: .:;.', j; . ;i ; /'. : ,<: ^ ■ ^ .- 
Father, tearthe C ro wn kojn tlje Ufur pjCf 'a . head . i ; 

Edw. Sntct father, dO fo;; jTet it oii your-bead; 

Mont. Good brother,; as .thou loy'fi a»'d honour'ft 
arms, .^. • , 

Let's 
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Let's fight it out, and not ftand cavilling thus. 

Kick. Sound drums and trumpets, and the King 
will fly. 

York, Sons, peace. 

K. Henry, Peace thou, and give King Henry leave 
to fpeak. 

War, Plantagenet fhall fpeak firft: hear him, lords, 
And be you. filent and attentive too ; 
For he, that interrupts him, fhall not live. 

K. Henry, Think'll thoU, that I will leav^ my 
kingly Throne, ,, 
Wherein my grandfire and my father fat? 
No: firft fhall war unpeople this my realm; 
Ay, and their Colours, often borne in France^ 
And now in England to our heart's great forrow, 
Shall be my winding Iheet: why faint you, lords ? 
My Title's good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove h,- Henry ^ and thou fhall be King. 

K. Henry, Henry the Fourth by cpnqueft got the, 
crown. 

York, 'Twas by Rebellion againft his King. 

K. Henry,l know not what to fay, my Title'i weak: 
Tell me, may not a King adopt an heir? 

rc?rA. What then ? 

K. Henry, And if he may, then am I lawful Kings 
Fol* Richard, in the view of many lords, 
Refign'd the Crown to Henry the Fourth; 
Whofe heir my father was, and I am bis. 

York, He rofe againft him, being his Sovereign, 
And made him to refign his Crown perforce. 

War, Suppofe, my lords, he did it unconftrain'd. 
Think you, 'twere prejudicial to his crown ? 

Exe, No, for he could not fo refign his Crown, 
But that the next heir fhould fucceed and reign. 

K. Henry, Art thou againft us, Duke oY Exeter t 

Exe, His is the Right, and therefore pardon me. 

York. Why whifperyou, my lords, andanfwernot? 

Exe, My confcience tells me, he is lawful King. 

F 6 K. HcuT^. 
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K.Henry, All will revolt from me, and turn to him. 

North, Ptantagenet, for all the Claim thou lay'ft. 
Think not, that Henry (hall be fo deposed. 

War. Deposed he (hall be, indefpight of thee. 

North, Thou art deceived : 'tis not thy fouthertt 
Power 
0{EJex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor o{ Kent, 
Which makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud^ 
Can fet the Duke up in defpight of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy Title right or wrongs- 
Lord Clifford vows to fight in thy defence ; 
May that ground gape, and fwallow me alive. 
Where I (hall kneel to him, that Qew my father \ 

K. Henry, Oh CUfford^ how thy words revive my^ 
heart ! 

York, Henry oi Lane ajler^ refign thy Cro-wn: 
What mutter you, or what confpire you, lords? 

War. Do right unto this princely Duke oiYorIi, 
Or I will fill this Houfe with armed men ; 
And, o'er the Chair of State, where now he fits,, 
Write up his title with ufurping blood. 
[Heflamps with his foot, and thejhldiersjhew themf elves. 

K. Henry, My lord of Warwick^ hear me but one 
word; 
Let me but reign in Quiet, while I live. 

York. Confirm the Crown to me and to mine heirs^ 
And thou fhalt reign in quiet while thou liv'ft. 

K. Henry, 1 am content : Richard Plantagcnet^ 
Enjoy the Kingdom after ray deceafe. 

Clif, What wrong is this unto the Prince your fon? 

War. What good is this to England ^nd himfelf? 

Weji. Bafe, fearful and defpairing Henry I 

Clif How haft ihou injured both thyfelf and us ! 

Wfjl' I cannot flay to hear ihcfe articles. 

North, Nor I. 

Clf Come, Coufin, let us tell the Queen thefe 
news. 

Weft. Farcwel, faint-hearted and degenerate King, 

In 
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In whofe cald blood no fpark of honour bides. 

JSfortk.Bc thou a prey unto the Houfe of Tork ; 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

Clif. In dreadful war may'ft thou be overcome. 
Or live in peace abandoned and defpisM ! — 

[Eseunt Nor. Clif, Weflnu 

SCENE III. 

War. np'URN this way, Henry, and regard them 
X not. 

Exe.Thcy feek revenge, and therefore will not yield,. 

K. Henry. Ah, Exeter! 

War. Why fhould you figh my lord? 

K. Henry. Not formyfclf,lord Wanuick, hut my ton ^ 
Whom I unnaturally Ihall difinherit. 
But be it, as it may; I here entail 
The Grown to thee, and to thine heirs for ever; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
To ceafe this Civil War; and, whilft I live. 
To honour me as thy King and Sovereign: 
Neither by treafon nor hoftility 
To feek to put me down, and reign thyfclf. 

Tork. This oath I willingly take, and will perform. 

War. Long live King Henry ! Flantagenet^ embrace 
him. 

K. Henry, And long live thou, and thefe thy for- 
ward fons ! 

York. Now Tork and Lancajier are reconcird. 

Exe. Accurft be he, that feeks to make them foes I 
[Sonet, Here they come down. 

Tork. Farcwel, my gracious lord, TU to my Caftle. 

War. And I'll keepLom/on with my foldiers.- 

Norf, And I to Norfolk with my followers. 

M(Wi/. And I unto the fea, from whence I came. 
[Exeunt York, Warwick, Norfolk flni Montague. 

Yi. Henry. And I with grief and forrow to the Court. 
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Enter the Queen^ and the Prince (j/" Wales. 

Exe» Here comes the Queen, whofe looks bewray 
her anger: 
I'll fteal away. 

K. Henry, So, Exeter^ will I. [Going. 

Queen. Nay, gb not from- me : I will follow thee — - 

K. Henry, Be patient, gentle Queen, and I will ftay. 

Qtieen. Who can be patient in fuch extremes ? 
Ah, wretched man ! would I had dy'd a maid. 
And never feen thee, never borne thee fon, 
Seeing thou haft prov'd fo unnatural a father. 
Hath he deferv'd to lofe his birth-right thus? 
Hadft thou but lov'd him half fo well as I, • 
Or felt that fiain which I did for him once. 
Or nouriOit him, as I did with my blood; 
Thou wouldft have left thy deareft heart-blood there. 
Rather than made that favage Duke thine heir, 
And difinherited thine only fon. 

Frince^ Father you cannot difinherit me: 
If you be .King, why fliould not I*fucceed ? 

K, Henry. Pardon me, Margret ; pardon me, fweet 
fon; 
The Earl of Warwick and the Duke enfored me. 

(hieen. Enforced thee? art thou King^, and wilt be 
enforcM ? 
I {hame to hear thee fpeak ; ah, tim'rous wretch ! 
Thou haft undone thyfelf, thy fon, and me; 
And given unto the Houfe of Tbr;^ fuch head, 
As thou (halt reign but by their fufferance. 
To entail him and's heirs unto the Crown, 
What is it but to make thy Sepulchre, 
And creep into it far before thy time? 
Warwick is Chancellor, and the lord of Calais; 
Stern Faulconbritlge commands the narrow Seas ; 
The Duke is made Protedor of the Realm ; 
And yet (halt thou be fafe? — fuch fafety finds 
The trembling lamb, invironM with wolves. 

Had 
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Had I been there, which am a filly woman, 

The foldiers (hould have tofs'd rac on their pikes. 

Before I would have granted to that Aft. 

But thou prcferr'ft thy life before thine honour: 

And, feeing thou doft, I here divorce myfelf 

Both from thy tabic, Henry y and thy bed ; 

Until that Aa of Parliament be repealed, 

Whereby my fon is difinheritcd. 

The northern lords, that have forfworn thy Colours, 

Will follow mine, if once they fee them fpread : 

And fpread they fhall be, to thy foul difgrace. 

And utter ruin of the Houfe of York, 

Thus I do leave thee; come. Son, let's away; 

Our army's re?idy: come, we'll after them. 

K. Henry. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear mefpeak. 

Queen, Thou haft fpoke too much already; get 

thee gone. 

K. Henry, Gentle fon Edward, thcu wilt ftay with 

me? 

Queen, Ay, to be murder'd by his enemies. — 

Prince, When I return with vidory from the field, 

I'll fee your Grace; till then Til follpw her. 

Queen, Come, fon, away ; we may not linger thus. 

[Exeunt Queen and Prince. 

K. Henry, Poor Queen, how love to me and to 

her fon 

Hath made her break out into terms of ragq ! 

R^veng'd may ftie be on that hatefuj Duke, 

Whofe haughty fpirit, winged with defire. 

Will coaft my crown; and, like. an empty eagle, 

Tire on the fleCb of me and of ray fon ! 

The lofs of thofe three lords torments ray heart; 

ril write unto them, and intreat them fair; . 

Come, Coufin, you {hall Ipc meffenger. 

Exe; Afi4 as J hope, fhall reconcile, them all. 

■ » • ,,.•...) [Exeunt, 

r • , , • ' . ' . ^ 

'SC ENE 
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S C E N E IV. 

Changes to Sandal- C/j/?/^, tiwr Wakefield, mYorkfliire. 

Enter Richard, Edward, and Montague. 
Rich. T>R OTHER, though I be youngeft, give 
XJ me leave.. 
Edw. No, I can better play the orator. 
Mont. But I have reafons ilrong and forcible. 

Enter the Duke oj York. 

Yorh Why how now, fons and brother, at a ftrife? 
What is your quarrel? how began it firfl? 

Edw. No quarrel, but a fweet contention. 

York. About what ? 

Rich. About that which concerns your Grace and 
us ; 
The Crown o{ England, father; which is yours. 

York. Mine, boy? not *till King H^nry be head. 

Rich. Your Right depends not on his; life or death. 

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving th'Houfe of Lancajler leave to breathe, 
It will out-run you, father, in the end. 

York. I took an oath that he fliould quietly reign. 

Edw. But for a Kingdom any oath may be broken: 
I'd break a thoufand oaths to reign one year. 

Rich,^o\ God forbid, your grace fliould be forfworn, 

York. I fhall be. If I claim' by Open war. 

Rich. rU prove the contrary, if you'll hear me 
fpeak. 

York. Thou canft not, fon, it 'is impbfTible. 

Rich. An oath is of no moment, bein^g not took 
Before a true and lawful magiftrate; 
That hath authority o'er him, that fwears. 
Henry had none ; btit did ufurp the place.' 
Then', feeing 'tw*as' he that made* you to depofe. 
Your oaih, my lord, is vain and frivolous ; 
Therefore, to arms : and, father, do but tliink 
Now fyycet a thing it is to wear a Crown ; 
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Wiihia whofe circuit is Elyfium^ 
And all that Poets feign of blifs and joy. 
Why do we linger thus ? I cannot reft. 
Until the white Rofe, that I wear, be dy'd 
Even in the lukewarm blood of Henry's heart. 

York, Richard^ enough: I will be King, or die. 
Brother, thou (halt to London prefently. 
And whet on Warwick to this enterprise. 
Thou, Richard, fliah to th' Duke of Norfolk go. 
And tell him privily of our intent. 
You, Edward, (hall unto my lord Cobham, 
With whom the Kentijhmen will willingly rife. 
In them I truft ; for they are foldiers, 
Wealthy and courteous, liberal, full of fpirit. 
While you are thus employ'd what refteth more 
But that I feek occalion how to rife? 
And yet the King not privy to my drifts 
Nor any of the Houfc of Lancajltr, 

Enter Mejfenger. 
But flay, what news ? why com'ft thou in fuch poll? 
Gah. The Queen, with all the northern Earls and 
Lords, 
Intend here to befeech you in your caflle. 
She is hard by, with twenty thoufand men % 
Atid therefore fortify your Hold, my lord. 

York. Ay, with my fword.- What I think'ft 

thou that we fear them ? 
Edward and Richard, you (hall flay with me \ 
My brother Montague fliall poft to London. 
Let noble Warwick, Cohham, and the reft, 
Whom we have left Proteftors of the King, 
With powerful policy flrengthen themfelves. 
And truft not fimple Henry nor his oaths. 

Mont. Brother, I go; 1*11 win them, fear it not. 
And thus moft humbly I do take my leave. 

[Exit Montague. 
£nr« 
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Enter iS/r John Mortimer, and Sir Hugh Mortimer* 

York, Sir John and Sit Hugh Mortimer^ mine uncles, 
You are come to Sandal in a happy hour. 
The army of the Qiicen means to befiege us. 

Sir John, She fliall not need, we'll meet her in the 
field. 

Yoik, What, with five thoufand men ? 

Rich, Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman's General; what fliould we fear? 

[A March afar off, 

Edtv» I hear their drums; let's fet our men in order, 
And iffue forth and bid them battle ftrait. 

York. Five men to. twenty ! though the odds be great, 
I doubt not. Uncle, of our viftory. 
Many a battle have I won in France^ 
When as the enemy hath been ten to one : 
Why fhould I not now have the like fuccefs ? 

[Alarum, Exeunt, 

S C E N E v. 

A Field of Battle betwixt Szndil-CajflU and Wakefield. 

Efiier Rutland and his Tutor. 
Rut. A H, whither {hall I fly to Tcape their hands? 
-fx Ah, Tutor, took, where bloody Clifford 
comes, 

Efiter CliflFord, and Soldiers. 

Clif Chaplain, away ! thy priefthood faves thy life; 
As for the Brat of this accurfed Duke, 
Whofe father flew my father, he fliall die. 

Tutor. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif Soldiers, away, and drag him hence perforce. 
Tutor. Ah ! Clifford, murder not this innocent child, 
Left thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit^ dragd off. 
Clif 
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Clif, How.now? is h€ dead already? or, is.it feair 
That makes him clofe his eyes ? V\\ open them. 

Rut. So looks the pent-up Lion .o'er the wretch 
That trembles under his devouring paws ; 
And fo ht walks infiihing p'ej^hb.prey, ^ 
And fo he comes to t^cnd hi* limbs afunder. 
Ah, gcntlei C/i^rrf, kill nje ^ith thy fword. 
And not with fuch k cru^l threatning Jook. 
Sweet Cl^ordyhcdir me fpeak before I die: 
I am too mean a Subjed of thy wrath. 
Be thou reveng'don men, and let me live. 

Clif, In vain thou fpeak'fl, poor boy : my father's 
bfood ' ' 

Hath ftopt the paflWge where rthy wpr^? ftouldepter. 
. RuL The^ let my father's blood opcn't again : 
He is a man, and, Cliffhrd^ cope wiUi him. ' 

Clif.H^d I thy, brethren here, their lives and thine 
Were npt Revenge fufficient for me , 
NOb.if^ <ijgg'cl up thy forefi^ihers' graves^ , 
And bung, their rotten coffins up in chains, ; 
It couldi not flake mine ire, nor cafe my heart. 
The fight of any of the Houfe of Tori 
Is as a Fury to torment my foul: 
And till I root out their accurfed Line, 
And leave not one alive, I live in hell. 
Therefore — -— ' - 

Rut. O Jet me pray, before I take my death: 
To thee I pray-h— r— fweet Cliffbrd^ pity me. 
Cl'if. Stich pity^ as niy irapjer's point affords. 
Rut. I never did thee harm.; why wilt thou flay 

me ? 
Clif. Thy father hath. 
Rut, But 'twas, ere 1 was born. 
Thou haft one fon, for his fake pity me ; 
Left in revenge thereof, (fith God is juft) 
He be as miferably flain as I* 
Ah, let me live in prifon all my days. 
And when I give occafion of offence. 
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Then let mc die, for now thou haft no caufe. 

C/j/; No caufe ! 
Thy father flew my father, therefore die. 

[CWL Jlahs him. 
Rut, Diif octant^ hudis Jumma fit ijla tua I [Dies. 
Clif. Plantagenet^ I come, Plantagenet I 
And this thy fon's blood claving to my blade 
Shall ruft upon my weapon, till thy blood, 
CongeaFdwith this, do make me wipe offboth.[£xiV. 

S C E N E VI. 

Alarum* Enter "Rich^ri Duke of York. 

Tori. ^Tp H E Army of the Queen hath got thefield: 
X My Uncles both are flain in rcfeuing me^^ 
And all my followers to the eager foe 
Turn Back, and fly like fliips before the wind. 
Or lambs purfu'd by hungcr-ftarved wolves. 
My Sons, God knows, what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know, they havedemean'd themfelvcs 
Like men bom to Renown, by life or death. 
Three times, did Riekard make a lane to me, 
And thrice cry'd, Courage, father ! fight it out^ 
And full as oft came Edward to my fide. 
With purple falchion painted to the hilt 
In blood of thofe, that had encountered him : 
And when the hardieft warriors did retire, 
Richard cry'd. Charge ! and' give no foot of ground v 
And cry'd, a Crown, or elfe a glorious tomb, 
A Scepter or an earthly Sepulchre, 
With this we chargM again; but out ! alas, 
We bodg'd again ; as I have fecn a Swan 
With bootlefs labour fwim againft the tide. 
And fpend her ftrength with over-matching waves. 

[AJhort alarum within. 
Ah ! hark, the fatal followers do purfue. 
And I am faint and cannot fly their fury. 
And were I ftrong, I would not fliun their fury. 

The 



; 
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The fands are numbered that make up my life; 
Here muft I ftay, and here my life muft end. 

Enter the Qveen^ Clifford, Northumberland, the Prince 
of Wales, and Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford, rough Northumberland^ 
I dare your quenchlefs fury to more Rage: 
I am your Butt, and I abide your Shot. 
North, Yield to our Mercy, proud Flantagmet. 
Clif, Ay, to fuch Mercy as his ruthlefs arm 
With downright payment Ihew^d unto my father. 
Now Fhaeton hath tumbled fro'm his Car, 
And made an evening at the noon-tide prick. . 

TorL My aflies, as the Phcjenix, may bring forth 
A bird that will revenge upon you all: 
And in that Hope I throw mine eyes to heav'n. 
Scorning whatever you can afflid me with. 
Why come ye not? what! multitudes and fear? 

Clif. Socowardsfight, when they can fly no farther; 
So Doves do peck the Falcon's piercing talons ; 
So defp'rate thieves, all hopelefs of their lives, 
Breathe out invcftives 'gainft the officers. 

York. Oh, Clifford^ but bethink thee once again, 
And in thy thought o'er run my former time ; 
And, if thou canft for blufliing, view this face. 
And hi te tb y tongue that flanders him with co wardife, 
Whofe frown hath made thee faint, and fly ere this. 

Clif. I will not bandy with thee word for word, 
But buckle thee with blows twice two for one. 

Qjieen, Hold, valiant Clifford; for a thoufand caufes 
I would prolong a while the traitor's life: 
Wrath makes him deaf; fpeak thou, Northumberland. 
' North, Hold, Clifford; do not honour him fomuch, 
To prick thy finger, though to wound his heart. 
What valour were it, when a cur doth grin. 
For one to ihxuft his hand between his teeth. 
When he might fpurn him with his foot away ? 
It is war's praifc to take all vantages; 
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And ten to one is no impeach of valour. . 

Clif. Ay, ay, fo drives the woodcock with the gin. 
North. So doth the cony ftruggle in the net. 

[In the Jlruggle York is taken pr if oner, 
York, So triumph thieves upon their conquered 
booty; ^ 
So true men yield, with robbers fo o'cr-matcht. 
North, What would your Grace have done unto 

him now ? 
Queen. Brave warriors, Clifford and Northumberland, 
Come make him ftand upon this mole-hill here; 
That raught at mountains with out-ftretched arms, ' 
Yet parted but the Ihadow with his hand. ; 
What I was it you, that would be England''^ King? 
Was't you, that revell'd in our Parliament, 
And made a preachment of your high Defcent ? 
Where are your mefs of fons to back you now^ 
The wanton Edward^ and the lufty George? 
And where's that valiant crook-back'd Prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that with his grumbling voice . 
Was wont to cheer his Dad in mutinies ? 
Or, with the reft, where is your darling Rutland? . 
Look, York; I ftain'd this napkin with the blood. 
That valiant Clifford with his rapiers point 
Made iffue from the bofom of the boy : 
And if thine eyes can water for his death, ; 
I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 
Alas! poor York^ but that I hate thee deadly, \ 
I fhould lament thy miferable ilate. 
I pr'ythee, grieve, to make me merry, York. 
What, hath thy fiery heart fo parcht thine Entrails, 
That not a tear can fall for Rutland's death ? 
Why art thou patient, man? thou fliould'fl be mad: 
And r, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Stamp, rave and fret, that I may fing.and dance. 
Thou would'll be fee'd, I fee, to make me fport : 
York cannot fpeak, unlefs he wear a Crown. 
A Grown for York — and, lords, bow low to him : 

Hold 
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Hold you his hands, whilft I do fet it on. 

[Putting a Taper Crown on his head. 
Plv^ marry. Sir, now looks he like a King: 
Ay, this is he, that took King Henrys chair* 
And this is he, was his adopted heir. 
But how is it, that great Flantagenet 
Is crown'd fo foon, and broke his folemn oath? 
As I bethink me, you fliould not be King 
Till our King Henry had (hook hands with death. 
And will you pale your head in Henry s Glory, 
And rob his Temples of the Diadem, 
Now in his life, againft your holy oath ? 
Oh, 'tis a fault too too unpardonable: 
OflFwith the Crown; and with the Crown, his head; 
And whilft we breathe, take him to do him dead. 

Clif. That is my office, for my father's fake. 

Queen. Nay, ftay, let's hear the Oraifons he makes. 

York. She-wolf of jFrant^, but worfe than wolves of 
France^ 
Whofe tongue more poifons than the adder's tooth! 
How ill befeeming is it in thy fex 
To triumph like an Amazonian trull. 
Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates ? 
But that thy face is, vizor-like, unchanging. 
Made impudent with ufe of evil deeds, 
I would affay, proud Queen, to make thee blufli. 
To tell thee whence thou cam'ft, of whom derived. 
Were fliame enough to ftiame thee, wert thou not 

fliamelefs : 
Thy father bears the type of King g( Naples^ 
Of both the Sicils SLudJeru/aiem^ 
Yet not fo wealthy as an Engiyh yeoman. 
Hath that poor monarch taught thee to infult? 
It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud Qiieen, 
Unlefs the adage muft be verify'd, 
*'^That beggars, mounted, run their liorfc to death.'* 
'Tis beauty, that doth oft make women proud; 
But, God, he knows, thy ihare thereof is IVnall. 
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'Tis virtue, that doth make them moft admir'd ; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder'd at. 

'Tis government that makes them feem divine ; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us. 

Or as the fonth to the Septentrion, 

Oh, tyger's heart wrapt in a woman's hide ! 

How could'ft thou drain the life-blood of the child. 

To bid the father wipe his eyes withal. 

And yet be feen to wear a woman's face ? 

Women are foft, mild, pityful and flexible; 

Thou fiern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorfelefs. 

Bidft thou me rage ? why, now thou haft thy wifli, 

Wonld'ft have me weep? why, now thou haft thy 

will 
For raging wind blows up Inceffant ftiow'rs. 
And when the rage allays, the rain begins ! 
Thefe tears are my fweet Ruttancfs obfequies ; 
And ev'ry drop cries vengeance for his death, [man. 
'Gainft thee, fell Clifford; and thee fal fe Fr^n^A wo- 
North. Beflirew me, but his paflions move me fo ; 
That hardly can I check ipine eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry Canibals 
Would not have touched, would not have flain'd^ 

with blood: 
But you are more inhuman, more inexorable. 
Oh ten times more, than tygers of Hyrcania. 
See, ruthlefs Queen, a haplefs father's tears: 
This cloth thou dip'^ft in blood of ray fweet boy, 
And I wirii tears do wafli the blood away. 
Keep th9U the napkin, and go boaft of this ; 
And if thou teirft the heavy flory right. 
Upon my foul, the hearers will fhed tears. 
Yea, even my foes will (hed faft-falling te#s. 

And fay, '' Alas, it was a piteous deed !'' 

There, take the crown ; and, with the crown my curfe. 
And in thy need fuch comfort come to thee, 

As 
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As now I reap at thy too cruel hand! 
Hard-hearted Clifford^ take me from the world, 
My foul to heav'n, my blopd upon your heads. 

North. Had he been flaughter-man to all my kin, 
I {hould not for my life but weep with him, 
To fee how inly forrow gripes his foul. 

Queen, What weeping ripe, my Lord JSTArMum&^/arMi.' 
Think but upon the wrong he did us all, 
And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif. Here's for my oath, here's lor my father's 
death. \Stahhing him. 

Qiieen. And here's to right our gentle-hearted King. 

Tork, Open the gate of mercy, gracious God ! 
My foul flies through thef$ wounds; to feekout thee. 

[Dies. 

Queen, Off with his head and fet it on York gates; 
So fork may overlook the town of York, [Exeunt. 



ACT II. S C E N E I. 

Near MortimtTs Crqfs in Walts. 

A Marek. Enter Edward, Richard, and their Power. 

Edward. 

I Wonder, how our princely father Tcap'd ; 
Or whether he be Tcap'd/away, or no. 
From Clifford's and Northumberland'' s purfuit? 
Had he been ta'en, we (hould have heard the news ; 
Had he been (Iain, we Ihould have heard the news ; 
Or had he 'fcap'd, methinks, we fhould have heard 
The happ J tidings of his good efcape. 
How fares my brother? why is he fo fad? 

RicjL I cannot joy, until I be refolv'd 
WhefPliig|iright-valiant father is becoi!nc. 
I faw him In the battle range about ; 
And watch'd him, how he fingled Clifford foiih\ 
Mcthought, he bore him in the thickeft troo^^ 

Vol. VJ. G Kj^. 
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As doth a Lion in a herd of neatj 
- Or as a bear, encompafs'd round with dogs, 
Who having pinchM a few and made them cry, 
The reft ftand all aloof and bark at him. 
So farM our father with his enemies. 
So fled his enemies my warlike father : 
Methinks, 'tis pride enough to be his fon.' 
See, how the morning opes her golden gates, 
And takes her farcwei of the glorious fun ; 
How well refemblesit the prime of youth, 
Trim'd like a yonker prancing to his love? 

Edw, Dazzle mine eyes? or do I fee-three funs? 

Rich, Three glorious funs, each one a perfed fun; 
Nor feperated with the racking clouds, 
Butfever'd in a pale clear-fhining iky. 
See, fee, they join, embrace, and feem to kifs ; 
As if they vow'd fome league inviolable : 
Now are they but one lamp, one light, one fun. 
In this the heaven figures fome event. [of-- 

£^u;.'Tis wondrous ftrange, the like yet never heard 
I think, it cites us, brother, to the field ; 
That we the fons of brave Flantageiut^ 
Each one already blazing by our meeds. 
Should, notwithftanding, join our lights together. 
And ovcr-ftiine the earth, as this the world. 
Whatever it bodes, henceforward will I bear 
Upon niy target three fair (hining funs. 

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters; — by your leave, 
I fpeak it. 
You love the breeder better than the male. 

Enter a Meffenger. 

But what art thou, whofe heavy looks f 
Some dreadful ftory hanging on thy^c 

Mef, Ah ! one that was a woful look. 
When as the noble Duke of Ihrk was flain 
Your princely father, and my loving lord. 

Edw, Oh, fpeak no more! for I have heard too 
amcb.' Rich. 
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Rich, Say, how he dy'd ; for I will hear it all. 
Mef, Environed he was with many foes. 
And flood again ft them, as the hope of Troy 
Againft the Greeks that would have entred Tray, , 

^ ' But Hercules himfelf muft yield to odds ; 

And many ftrokes, though with a little ax, 
c Hew down and fell the hardeft-timber'd oak. 
i By many hands your father was fubdu'd, 
f But only flaughter'd by the ireful arm 
I Of unrelenting Clifford and the Qjieen; 
j Who crown'd the gracious Duke in high defpight ; 
Laugh'd in his face; and, when with grief he wcpt^ 
The ruthlefs ^ueen gave him, to dry his cheek, 
A napkin fteeped in harmlefs blood 
Of fweet young Rutland^ by rough Qifford flain: 
g And, after many fcorns, many foul taunts, 
; They took his head, and on the gates oiYbrk 
They fet the fame ; and there it doth remain 
The faddeft fpcftaclc that e'er I view'd. 

£dw. Sweet Duke ofYork^ our prop to lean upon ! 
\x Now thou art gone, we have no ftaff, no ftay. 
P Oh Clifford, boift'rous Clifford! thou haft flain 
The flower of Europe for his chivalry. 
And trcacheroufly haft thou vanquifti'd him ; 
For, hand to hadd, he would have vanquifli'd thee. 
• Now my foul's palace is become a prifon : 
Ah^ would (he break from hence, that this my body 
Might in the ground be clofed up in reft ! 
For never henceforth fliall I joy again, 
Never, oh never, fliall I fee more joy. 

Rich, I cannot weep, for all ray body's moifturc 
Sc2LtcqJ&^s to quench my furnace-burning heart t 
I^Btongue unload my heart's great burden: 
^^*^- iad, that I (hould fpeak withal, 
I rls- that fire up all my breaft ; " 

up with flames, that tears would quench. 
PI 1 to make lefs the depth of grief: • 

I Tears tfien for babes ; blows and reveu'j^e. ^ox xcv^\ 
I , " G 8 TX\cWyc\.^ 
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Richard, I be^r thy name ; Til Venge thy death ; 
Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw, His name that valiant Duke hath left with 
ihee : 
His dukedom and his chair with me is left. ' 

Rich. N>iy, if thou be that princely Eagle's'bird, 
Shew thydefcent, by gazing 'gainft the fun: 
For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom fay ; 
Either that's thine, or eife thou wert not his. 

S GENE II. 

March. Enter Warwick, Marquifs of Montague, and 
their army, v 

. War, T TOW now, fair Lords ? what fare.^ what 
XjL news abroad ? 
Rich, Great Lord of Warwick, if weihould recount 
Ou^ baleful news, and at each word's deliv' ranee 
Stab poniards in our ftelh till all were told ; 
The words would add more anguifh than the wounds. 

valiant Lord, the Duke of ybr^ is flain. 
Edw. O Warwick ! Warwick ! That Plantaginet^ 

Which held thee dearly as his foul's redemption. 
Is by the ftern Lord Clifford done to death. 

War. Ten days ago I drown'd thefe news in tears; 
And now, to add more meafure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things fith then befall'n. 
After the bloody fray at Wahfield fought, 
Where your brave father breath'd his lateft gafp. 
Tidings, as fwiftiy as the poft could run, 
Were brought me of your lofs and his depart. 

I then in London, keeper of the King, ^ 

Mufler'd my foldiers, gathered flocks of friends ; 
March'd towards St. Albans t' intercept the^Qimfn; 
Bearing the King in my behalf along ; ^V 
For by my fcouts I was advertifed 
That (he was coming, with a full intent 
To dafh our late decree in parliament, 

Touching 
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Touching King Henry s oath, and your fucceflion : 
Short tale to make, wc at St. Albans met. 
Our battles join'd, atid both fides fiercely fought : 
But whether 'twas the coidncfs of the King, 
Who look'd full gently on his warlike Queen, 
That robb*d my foldiers of their hated fpleen; 
Or whether 'twas report of her fuccefs, 
Or more than common fear of Clifford's rigour, 
Who thunders to his captives blood and death, 
I cannot judge ; but to conclude with truth. 
Their weapons, like to lightning, came and went; 
Our foldiers, like the night-owl's lazy flight. 
Or like a lazy thrafber with a flail, 
Fell gently down, as if they ftruct their friends. 
I cheer'd them up with juftice of our caufe, 
With promife of high pay and great reward; 
But all in vain, they had no heart to fight; 
And wc, in ihem, no hope to win the day ; 
So that we fled ; the King, unto the Queen ; 
Lord George your brother, Norfolk and myfelf. 
In hafte, pofthafte, are come to join wi^h you 2 
For in the marches here we heard you were, 
Making another head to fight again. 

Edw, Where is the Duke of Norfolk^ gentle War^ 
wick ? 
And when came George from Burgundy to England? 

War, Some fix miles ofiF the Duke is with his 
power; 
And for your brother, he was lately fent 
'From your kind aunt, Dutchefs of Burgundy, 
With aid of foldiers to this needful war. 

Rich* 'Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick 
. fled; 
Oft-have I heard his praifes in purfuit. 
But ne'ei^iU now, his fcandal of retire. 

War. Nor now my fcandal, Richard, doft thou 
hear : 
For thou (halt know, thi^ flrong right hand of mine 

G'3 ^^^ 
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Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henrys head. 
And wring the a-wful fceptcr from his fift ; 
Were he as famous and as bold in war. 
As he is fam'd for mildnefs, peacesaod prayer. 

Rich, I know it well, Lord Warwick; blame me 
not; 
'Tis love, I bear thy glories, makes me fpeak. 
But ill this trouWous time what's to be done ? 
Shall we go throw away our coats of fteel. 
And wrap our bodies^in black mourning gownSt 
Numbering our Ave Maries with our beads ? 
Or {hall we on the helmets of our foes 
Tell our devotion with revengeful arms? 
If for thelaft, fay, ay ; and to it. Lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to feek you 
o^ut : 
And therofore comes my brother Montague. 
Attend me, Lords: the proud infuking Queen, 
With Clifford^ and the haught Northumberland^ 
And of their feather many more proud birds. 
Have wrought the eafy-melting King, like wax. 
He fwore confent to your fucceffion. 
His oath inrolled in the parliament : 
And now to London all the crew are gone. 
To fruftrat.e both his oath, and what befide 
May make againft the houfe of Lancajler. 
Their power, I think, is thirty thoufand ftrong : 
Now if the help oi Norfolk and myfelf, 
With all the friends that thou, brave Earl oi March ^ 
Amongft the loving Weyhmen canft procure, 
Will but amount to five and twenty thoufand : 
Why, Via I to London will we march amain ; 
And once again bellride our foaming fleeds. 

And* once again cry. Charge upon our foes ! 

But never once again turn back, and fly. ** 

Rich; Ay, now, methinks, 1 hear great Warwick 
fpeak : 

- . Ne'er 
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Ne'er may he live to fee a fun-fliine day. 
That cries, retire, — if Warwick bid him flay. 

Edw. Lord Warwick^' on thy flboulder will I lean, 
And when thou fail'ft, (as God forbid the hour !) 
Muft Edward fall, which peril heav'n forefend ! 

War. No longer Earl oi March ^ but Duke of York; 
The next degree is England's royal throne : 
For King of England flialt thou be proclaimed 
In ev'ry borough as we pafs along: 
And he, that throws not up his cap for joy. 
Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 
King Edward, valiant Richard^ Montague, 
Stay we no longer, dreaming of renown; 
But found the trumpets, and about our taflc. 

Rich. Then, Clifford^ were thy heart as hard as 
fteel. 
As thou haft fhewn it flinty by thy deeds, 
I come to pierce it or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then ftrikcup, drums; God and Si. George 
for us 1 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

War, How now? what news? 

MeJ. The Duke oi Norfolk fends you wdrd by me, 
The Queen i;^s coming vuth a puiflant hoft ; 
And craves your company for fpeedy counfel. 

War. Why then it forts; brave warriors, let's 
away. [Exeunt omnes. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to YORK. 

Enter King Henry, the Queen, Clifford, Northumber- 
land, jind the Prince of Wales, with Drums^ and 
Trumpets. 

Queen. XXTELCOME^ my Lord, to this brave town 
VV oiYork. 

G 4 XotA'^x^ 
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Yondefs the head of that arch-enemy. 
That fought to be encompa'ft with your crowii. 
Doth not the objeA cheer your heart, my Lord ? 
K, Henry, Ay, as the rocks cheer them, thit fear 
their wreck ; 
To fee this fight, it irks my very foul : 
With-hold revenge, dear God; 'tis not my fault, 
Nor wittingly have linfring'd my vbw. 

Clif, My gracious Liege, this ^oo much lenity 
And harmful pity muft be laid afide : 
To whom do Lions caft their gentle looks ? 
Not to the beaft, that would ufurp their den. 
Whofe hand is that the foreft Bear doth lick ? 
Not his, that fpoils her young before her face. 
Who 'fcapes the lurking ferpent's mortal fting? 
Not he, that fets his foot upon her back. 
The fmalieft worm will turn, being trodden on ; 
And doves will peck in fafeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thycro^n; 
Thou fmiling, while he knit his angry brows. 
He but a Duke, would have hi5 fon a King ; 
And raife his iflTue, like a loving fire ; 
Thou being a King, bieft with a goodly fon, 
Didft yield confent to difinherit him ; 
Which argu'd thee k moft unloving father. 
Unreafonable creatures feed their young ; 
And tho' man's face be fearful to their eyes, 
Yet, in protedion of their tender ones. 
Who hath not feen them (even with thofe wings. 
Which fometimes they have ui'd with fearful flight) 
Make war with him thatclimbM unto their neft, 
OiFering their own lives in their young's defence ? 
For {hame, my Liege, make them your prefident. 
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 
Should Fofe his birth-iight by his father's fault ; 
And long hereafter fay unro his child. 
What my great grandfather and grandfire.got, 
My carclcfs father fondly gave away I 

Ah, 
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Ab, what a Qiame was this ! look on theboy^ 
And let his manly face, which promifeth. 
Succefsful fortune, fteel thy melting heart 
To hold thine own, and leave thine "own with him. 

K, Henry, Full well hath Clifford play'd the orator. 
Inferring arguments of mighty force: 
But, Clifford^ tell me, didft thou never hear, 
That things ill- got had ever bad fuccefs ? 
And happy always was it for that fon, 
Whofe father for his hoarding went to hell ? 
ril leave my fon my virtuous deeds behind; 
And 'would, my father had left me no more ! 
For all the reft is held at fuch a rate. 
As brings a thoufand- fold' more care to keep. 
Than in pofTeflion any jot of pleafure. 
Ah, Coulin York; 'would, thy beft friends did know. 
How it doth grieve me that thy head is here I 

Queen. My Lord, cheer up your fpirits, our foes 
are nigh \ 
And this foft courage makes your followers faint ; 
You promis'd knighthood to our forward fon, 
Unfheath your fword, and dub him prefently. 
Edward^ kneel down. 

K. Henry. Edxvard Pianiagenet^ arife a Knight ; 
And learn this leffon, draw thy fword in right. 

Prince. My gracious father, by your kingly leave, 
ril draw it as Apparent to the crown. 
And in that quarrel ufe it to the death. 

Clif. Why, that -is fpoken like a toward Prince. 

Enter a Meffenger, 
Mef. Royal commanders, be in rcadinefs ; 
For, with a band of thirty thoufand men, 
Comes Warwick^ bancking of the Duke o^Yorkz 
And in the towns, as they do march along, 
Proclaims him King ; and many fly to him. 
Darraign your battle, for they are at hand. 

Gj aif. 
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Clif. I would, your higilefs would depart the field : 
The Queen hath beft fuccefs, when you are abfent. 

Queen. Ay, good my Lord, and leave us to our 
fortune. 

K« Henry, Why, that's my fortune too ; therefore 
ril ftay. 

North, Be it with tefojution then to fight. 

Prince. My royal father, cheer thefe noble lords. 
And hearten thofc thstt fight in your defence : 
Unflieath your fword, good father ; cry, St. George! 

SCENE IV, 

March. Enter Edward, Warwick, Richard, Clarence, 
Norfolk, Montague, and Soldiers. 

Edw. TVT0W> perjur'd Henry, wilt thou kneel for 

1\ grace. 

And fet thy Diadem upon my head ; 
Or bide the mortal fortune of the field? . 

Queen. Go rate thy minions, proud infulting boy, 
Becomes it thee to be thus bold in terms 
Before thy fovereign and thy lawful King ? 

Edw. I am his King, and ht fhall bow his knee; 
I was adopted heir by his confent ; 
Since when, his oath is broke : for, as I hear. 
You that are King, though he do wear the crown. 
Have caus'd him by naw aft of parliament 
To blot out me, and put his own fon in. 

Cliff. And reafon too : 
Who fliould fucceed the father, but the fon ? 

Rich. Are you there, butcher? O, I cannot fpeak. 

CliJ. Ay, crook-back, here I ftand to anfwer thee. 
Or any he the proudeft of thy fort. 

Rich. 'Twas you that kill'd young Rutland^ was it 
^ not? 

Clif. Ay, and old York, and yet not fatisfy'd. 

Rich. For God's fake, Lords, give fignal to the 
fight. 

War. 



I 
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War, What fay'ft thou, Henry^ wilt thou yield the 

crown ? 
Qiteen, Why, how now, loHg-tongu'd Warwick^ 
dare you fpeak? 
When you and I met at St. Albans laft, 
Your legs did better fervice than your hands. ' 

War. Then 'twas my turn to fly, and now *ti$ 

thine. 
Clif. You faid fo much before, and yet you fled. 
War. ITwas not your valour, Clifford drove mc 
thence. [you ftay. 

North, No, nor your manhood, that durft make 
Rich. Nonhumhtrland^ I hold thee reverently.—— 
Break off the parle, for fcarce I can refrain 
The Execution of my big-fwoln heart 
Upon that Clifford^ that cruel child-killer. 

Clif. I flew thy father, call'ft thou him a child? 
Kichi Ay, like a daftard and k treacherous coward. 
As thou didft kill our tender brother Auiland : 
But, ere fun-fet, I'll make thee curfe the deed. 
K. Henry. Have done with words, my Lords, and 

hear me fpeak. 
Queen, Defy them then, or elfe hold clofe thy lips. 
K. Henry. 1 pr'ythee, give no limits to my tongue ; 
I am a Kin^, and privileged to fpeak. 

Clif My Liege, the wound, that bred this meet- 
ing here. 
Cannot be cur'd by words; therefore be ftill. 

Rich. Then, executioner, unflieath thy fword : 
By him that made us all, I am refolv'd 
That Clifford's manhood lies up6n his tongue. 
Edw, Say, H^nry, fliall I have right, or no ? 
A thoufand men h^ve broke their fafts to day, 
[ That ne'er fliall dine, unlefs thou yield the crown . 
|. War. If thou deny, their blood upon thy head ! 
I For York in juftice puts his armour on. 
\ Prince. If that be right, which Warwick fays is right, 
i There is no wrong, but every thing is right.- 

6 ^^Ox. 
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Rich Who ever got thee, there thy mother flands. 
For well I wot, thou haft thy mother's tongue. 

Queen, But thou art neither like thy lire or dam, 
But like a foul mif-ftiapen ftigmatic, 
Marked by the deftinics to be avoided ; 
As venomous toads, or lizards' dreadful ftings. 

Rich, Iron oi Naples hid with Englijh gilt, 
Whofe father bears the title of a King. 
(As if a channel fhould be call'd the fea) 
Sham'ft thou not, knowing whence thou art extraught, 
To4et thy tongue deted thy bafe-born heart? 

Edxv. A wifp of ft raw were worth a thoufand crowns. 
To make this fliamelefs Callat know herfelf. 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou. 
Although thy hufband may be Mendaus ; 
And ne'er was Agamemnon s brother wrong'd 
By that falfe woman, as this King by thee. 
His Father revell'd in the heart of France^ 
And tam'd the King, and made the Dauphin ftoop : 
And had he match'd according to his State, 
He might have kept that glory to this day. 
But when he tool^a beggar to his bed, 
And grac'd thy poor Sire with his bridal day. 
Even then that fun-ftiine brew'd a fliow'r for him, 
That wafli'd his father's fortunes forth Qi France^ 
And heap'd fedition on his Crown at home : 
For what hath broach'd this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadft-thou been meek, our Title ftill had flept ; 
And we, in pity of the gentle King, 
Had dipt our claim until another age. 

Cla. But when we faw, our fun-fliine made thy 
fpring, 
And that thy fummer bred u5 no incrcafe, . 
' We fct the ax to thy ufurping root; 
And though the edge hath fomething hit ourfelves. 
Yet know thou, fince we have begun to i^rike. 
We'll never leave 'till we have hewn thrie down, 
Or bath'd thy Growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. 



i 
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f Edw, And in this refolution I defy thee ; 
Not willing any longer conference. 
Since thou deny'ft the. gentle King^o fpeak. 
Sound trumpets, let our bloody Colours wave, 
And either viSory, or elfe a Grave, 

Queen. St^Ly^ Edward 

Edw. No, wrangling Woman, we'll no longer ftay: 
Thefe words will coft ten thoufand lives this day. 

[Exeunt cmnes. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to a Field of Battle at Fcrribridgem YorkQiire. 

Alarum. Excurfons, Enter Warwick. 
War. "ITOre-fpcnt with toil, as runners with a race, 

X^ I lay me down a little while to breathe: 
For ftrokes received, and many blows repaid. 
Have robb'd my ftrong knit iinews of their ftrength ; 
And, fpight of fpight, needs m.uft I reft a while. 

Enter Edward running. 

Edw. Smile,, gentle heav'n ! or ftrike, ungentle 
death f 
For this world frowns, and Edward^s Sun is clouded. 
^ War. How now, my lord, what hap ? what hope 
of good ? 

Enter Clarence. 

Cla. Our hap is lofs, our hope but fad defpair; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follows us. 
What counfel give you? whither fliall we fly? 

Edw. Bootlefs is flight, they follow us with wings; 
And weak we are, and cannot fliun purfuit. 

Enter Richard. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick^ why haft thou withdrawn thy- 
felf? 
Thy brother's blood the thirfty earth hath drunks 
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BroachM with the fteely point of Clifford's lance : 
And in the very pang^ of death he cry'd, 
(Lik^ to a difmal clangor heard from far) 
Warwick^ revenge; brother, revenge my death. 
So underneath the belly of their fteeds. 
That ftaid'd their fetlocks in his fmoaking blood, 
The noble Gentleman gave up the ghoft. 

War. Then kt the Earth be drunken with our 
blood ; 
rU kill my horfe, becaufe I will not fly : 
Why fland we like foft-hearted women here. 
Wailing our loffes, whiles the foe doth rage ; 
And look upon, as if the Tragedy 
Were play'd in jeft by counterfeiting Aftors ? 
Here on ray knee I vow to God above, 1 

I'll never paufe again, never ftand ftill. 
Till either Death hath clos'd thefe eyes of mine, 
Or Fortune given me meafure of revenge. 

Edw. O, Warwick^ I do bend my knee with thine, 
^ And in this vow dd chain my foul with thine. 
And ere my knee rife from the earth's cold face, 
I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee. 
Thou fetter up, and plucker down of Kings ! 
Befecching thee, (if with' thy will it flands 
That to my*focs this body muft be prey) 
Yet that thy brazen gates of heav'n may ope. 

And give fweet paffage to my finful foul ! 

Now, lords, take Leave until we meet again 5 
Where-e'er it be, in heav'n or on earrh. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ; and, gentle 
Warwick, 
Let me embrace thee in my weary arms : 
I, that did never weep, now melt with woe ; 
That winter fliould cut off our fpring-time fo. 

War. Away, away: once more, fweet lords, farewel. 

Cla. Yet let us all together to our troops; 
And give >hem leave to fly, that will not flay ; 
' And call them pillars, that will ftand to us; 

And 
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And, if we thrive, promifc them fuch rewards, 

As Vidors wear at the Olympian Games. 

This may plant courage in their quailing brcafls. 

For yet is hope of lifjB and viftory 5 

Fore-flow no longer, make we hence amain. [Exeunt* 

Excurjions. -En/^r Richard, and CliflFord. 

Rich. Now, Ciiffbrd, I have fingled thee alone; 
Suppofe, this arm is for theT)uke of Tork^ 
And this for Rutland, both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ'd with a brazen wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone. 
This is the hand, that ftabbM thy father York ; 
'And this the hand, that flew thy brother Rutland; 
And here's the heart, that triumphs in their death; 
And cheers thefe hands, that flew thy fire and brother, 
'to execute the like upon thyfelf : 
And fo, have at thee. 

They fight. Warwick enters^ CliSoxA files. 

Rich. Nay, Warwick^ fingle out fome other chafe. 

For I myfelf will hunt this wolf to death. [ExeunL 

SCENE VI. 

Alarum. Enter King Henry alone. 

K. Henry. npHIS battle fares like to the morliing^s 

JL war. 

When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
What time the fbepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfeft day nor night. 
Now fways it this way, like a mighty fea 
Forc'd by the tide to combat with the wind; 
Now fways it that way, like the felf-fame fea 
. ForcM to retire by fury of the wind. 
Sometime, the flood prevails; and then, the wind; 
Now, one the better ; then, another bell; 
Both tugging to be vigors, breaft to breaft, 
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Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered; 
So is the equal poife of jhis fell war. 
Here on this mole-hill will I fit me down : 
To whom God will, there be the viftory I 
Fgr Margaret my Qjieen and Clifford too 
Have chid me from the battle; fwearing both. 
They profper beft of all when I am thence. 
Would I were dead, if God's good will were fo : 
For what is in this world but grief and woe? 
O God ! methinks, it were a happy life 
To* be no better than a homely fwain ; 
To fit upon a hill, as 1 do now. 
To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to fee the minutes how they run: 
How many makes the hour full complete, 
"How many hours bring about the day, 
How many days will finilh up the year. 
How many years a mortal man may live. 
When this is known, then to divide the time; 
So many hours, muft I tend my flock ; 
So many hours, muft I take my reft; 
So many hours, muft I contemplate ; 
So many hours, muft I fport myfelf ; 
So many days, my ewes have been with young ; 
So many weeks, er« the poor fools will yean ; 
So many months, ere I fhall flieer the fleece : 
So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months and years, 
Paft over, to the end they were created, 
Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 
Ah ! what a life were this ! how fweet, how lovely ! 
Gives riot the haw-thorn buQi a fwecter fliade 
To Ihepherds looking on their filly flieep. 
Than doth a rich embroidered canopy 
To Kings, that fear their fubjefts' treachery ? 
O, yes, it doth ; a thoufand-fold it doth. 
And, to conclude, the ftiepherd's homely curds, 
His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His 
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His wonted fl^ep under a frefli tree's fliade, 

All which fecure and fweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a Prince's delicates. 

His viands fparkling in a golden cup. 

His body couched in a curious bed. 

When care, miftruft and treafons Wait on him. 

S C E N E VII. 

Alarum, Enter a Son, that had kilCd his Father. 

Son, T L L blows the wind, that profits no body. — . 
JLXhis man whom hand to hand I flew in fight 
May be pofleffed with fome ftore of crowns ; 
And I that, haply, take them from him now. 
May yet, ere night, yield both my life and them 
To fome man elfe, as this dead man doth me. 
Who's this ? oh God ! it is my father's fc^ce, 
Whom in this conflift I unawares have kiifd : 
Oh heavy times, begetting fuch events ! 
From London by the King was I prcft forth 5 
My father, being the Earl of Warwick's man. 
Game on the part of Ybrk^ preft by his matter; 
And I, who at his hands receiv'd my life. 
Have by my hands of life bereaved him. 
Pardon me, God, I knew not what 1 did; 
And pardon, father, for 1 knew not thee, 
My tfears fliall wipe away thefe bloody marks: 
And no more words, 'till they have flow'd their ftIK 
K. Henry, O piteous fpedacle I O bloody times ! 
Whiles lions war and battle for their den*, 
Poor harmlefs lambs abide their enmity. 
Weep, wretched man, I'll aid thee tear for tear; 
And let our hearts and eyes,, like civil war, 
Be blind with tears, and break o'cr-charg'd with grief. 

I Enter a Father^ bearing his Son» 
. Fath, Thou, that fo floutly haft refifted mc^ 
Give me thy gold, if thou haft any gold ; 
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For I have bought it with an hundred blows. 

But let me fee : is this our foe-man's face? 

Ah, no, lio, no, it is my only fon! 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Throw up thine eyes ; fee, fee, what fliowers arife. 

Blown with thp windy tempeft of my heart 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart. 

O pity, God, this miferable age ! 

What flratagems, how fell, how butcherly, 

•Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatural. 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget 1 

O boy I thy iiiihtx gave thee life too foon. 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late. 

K. Henry. Woe above woe; grief, more than com- 
mon grief ; 
O, that my death would ftay thefe rueful deeds ! 
O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity I 
The red rofe and the white are on his face, 
The fatal colours of our driving houfes. 
'The one his purple blood right well refembles. 
The other his pale cheek, methinks, prefenteth : 
Wither one rofe, and let the other flourifli! 
If you contend, a thoufand lives muft wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a father's death, 
Take on with me, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ? 

Fath, How will my wife, for Daughter of my^fon. 
Shed fcas of tears, and ne'er be fatisfy'd ? 

K. Henry, How will the country, for thefe woful 
chances, 
Mif-think the King, and not be fatisfy'd? 

Son. Was ever fon, fo ru'd a father's death ? 

Fath. Was ever father, fo bemoan'd his fon ? 

K. Henry, Was ever King, fp griev'd for fubjcSs' 
woe? 
Much is your forrow; mine, ten times fo much. 

Son. I'll bear thee hence, where I may weep my 
Ell. . [ExU. 

Fath. 
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jRj/A. Thefe arms of mine fball be thy winding- 
fhect. 
My heart, fweet boy, (hall be thy fepulchre; 
For from my heart thine image neer fliall go. 
My Gghing breaft (hall be thy funeral bell : 
And fo obfequious will thy father !», 
Sad for the lofs of thee, having no more, 
As Piiam, was for all his valiant fons. 
I'll bear thee hence, and let them fight that will ; 
For I have murder'd, where I (bould not kill. [Exit* 

K. Henry, Sad-hearted mcn/much overgone with 
care. 
Here fits a King more woful than you are. 

S C E N E VIII. 

Alarums. Excurjions. Enter the Queen^ Prince ^ Wales, 
and Exeier. 

Prince, T?LY, father, fly, for aHyour.fricnds arc fled; 

XT And Wanuick rages Jike a chafed bull: 
'Away ! for death doth hold us in purfuit. 

Qjteen. Mount, you, my lord, toward Berwick poft 
amain. 
Edward and Richard, like a brace of grey-hounds 
Having the fearful flying hare in fight, 
With fiery eyes fparkling for very wrath. 
And bloody fteel grafpt in their ireful hands. 
Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away, for vengeance comes along with thetn. 
Nay, ftay not to export ulate, make fpeed: 
Or elfe come after, TU away ffefore. 

K. Henry, Nay, take me with thee, good fyve6t 
Exeter, 
Not that I fear to flay, but love to go 
Whither the Queen intends. Forward, away. 

[Exeunt^ 
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SCENE IX. 

A loud Alarum, Enter CYiSord wounded. 

^^{f- T T ER£ burns my candle out; ay, here it 

xTX dies, 

Which, while it laded, gave King Henry light. 

JLancaJter ! I fear thy overthrow. 

More than my body's parting with my foul. 
My love and fear glew'd many friends to thee. 

[Falling. 
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt, 
Impairing Henry ^ flrength'ning mif-proud York^ 
The common People fwarm like fummer flies ; 
And whither fly the gnats, but to the Sun? 
And who fliines now, but Henry s enemies ? 
OFhxhus! hadft thou never giv'n confent 
That Phaeton (hould check thy fiery fteeds. 
Thy burning Car had never fcorch'd the earth : 
And Henry, hdidO. thou fway'd as Kings ihould do. 
Or as thy father and his father did, 
Giving no ground unto the Houfe ofTork^ 
They never then had fprung like fummer flies. 
I, and ten thoufand in this lucklefs Realm, 
Had left no mourning widows for our death; 
And thou this day hadft kept thy Chair in peace. 
For what doth cherifli Weeds, but gentle air? 
And what inakes robbers bold, buctwo much lenity? 
Bootlefs are plaints, and curelefs are my wounds; 
No way to fly, nor firength to hold our fl^ight. 
The foe is mercilefs, ?nd will not pity : 
For at their hands I have deferv'd no pity. 
The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 
And much Effufe of blood doth make me faint : 
Come York, znd Richard; Warwick^ and the reft; 

1 flabb'd your father's bofoms ; fplit my breaft. 

[He faints. 
Alarum^ 
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Alarum, and Retreat. Enter Edward, Warwick, Rich- 
ard, Montague, QXdiXtTiCt, and Soldiers, 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords, good fortune bids us 
* paufe. 
And fmooth the frowjis of war with peaceful looks. 
Some troops purfue the bloody-minded Queen, 
That led calm Henry^ though he were a King^ 
As doth a Sail, filfd with a fretting guft. 
Command an Argofy to ftem the waves. 
But think' you, lords, that Clifford fled with them? 

War, No, 'tis impoffible he ftiould cfcape : 
For though before his face I fpeak the word. 
Your brother Richard mark'd him for the grave ; 
And wheiefoe'er he is, he's furely dead. 

[Clifford groans. 

Rich. Whofe foul is that which takes her hearty 
leave .'* 
A deadly groan, like life, in death, departing. 
See who it is. 

Edw. And now the battle's ended. 
If friend or foe, let him be gently ufed. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of mercy, for 'tis Clifford; 
Who not contented that he lopp'd the branch. 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth ; 
But fet his murd'ring knife unto the root 
From whence that tender fpray did fweetly fpring ; 
I mean, our princely father, Duke of York. 

War. From off the gates of York fetch down the 
head^ 
Your father's head, which Clifford placed there: 
Inftead whereof, let his fupply the room. 
Mealure for Meafure rauft be anfwered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal fcreech-owl to our 
Houfe, 
That nothing fang but death to us and ours : 
Now death fhall flop his difmal threalning found. 
And his ill-boading tongue no more fliall l^^calk. 

Wat. 
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War. I think,-his underflanding is bereft : 
Speak, Clifford', doft thou know who fpeaks to thee ? 
Dark cloudy death o'er-fhades his beams of life, 
And he nor fees, nor hears us what we fay. 

R\ch, O, would he did ! andfo, perhaps, he doth. 
'Tis but his policy to counterfeit ; 
Becaufe he would avoid fuch bitter taunts. 
As in the time of death he gave our father. 

Cla, If fo thou think'ft, vex him with eager words. 

Rich. Clifford^ aflc mercy, and obtain no grace. 

Edw, Clifford^ repent in bootlefs penitence. 

War. Clifford, devife excufes for thy fault;s. 

Cla. While wc devife fell tortures for thy faults. - 

Rich, Thou didft love York^ and I am fon to York. 
I Edw. Thou pitied'ft Rutland^ I will pity thee. 

Cla. Where's Captain M^r^-ar^/ to fence you now? 

Wiar. They mock thee, Clifford, fwear as thou waft 
wont. 

HzV/i. What, not an oath! nay, then the world 
goes hard. 
When Clifford cannot fpare his friend* an oath;- 
I know by that, he's dead; and, by my fctul, 
If this right hand would buy but two hours' life. 
That I in all defpight might rail at him. 
This hand fliould chop it off; and with the ijQTuing 

blood 
Stifle the villain, whofe unfiaunched thirft 
York znd young Rutland could not fatisfy. [head, 

W^flf. Ay, but he's dead. Off with the traitor's 
And rear it in the place your father's Hands. 
And now to London with triumphant March, 
There to be crowned England s royal King : 
From whence (hall Warwick cut the fea to France, 
And alk the lady Bona for thy Queen. 
So flialt thou finew both thefe lands together. 
And having Trance thy friend, thou fhalt not dread 
The fcatter'd foe that hopes to life again: 
For though they cannot greatly fting to hurt, 

Yet 
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Yet look to have them buz t'ofiFend thine ears. 

Firft will I fee the Coronation; 

And then to Britany I'll crofs the fea, 

T' efFeft this marriage, fo it pleafe my lord. 

Edw, Ev'n as thou wilt, fweet Warwick, let it be ; 
For on my fhoulder do I build my Seat 2 
And never will I imdert^ike the thing. 
Wherein thy counfel, and confent is wanting. 
Richard^ I will create thee Duke o^Glo'Jter; 
And George, of Clarence; Warwick as ourfelf 
Shall do and undo^ as him pleafeth beft. 

Rick, Let me be Duke of Clarence ; George oiGlo^Jler; 
For G/o]/^€r's'Dukedom is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that's a faoli(h obfervatioh ; 
Richard^ be Duke of Glo'fter]: now to London^ 
To fee thefe honours in poffeffion. [Exeunt. 



ACT III. SCENE I. 

A Wood in Lancaftiire. 

Enter Sinklo and Humphry, with crofs bows in their 
hands. 

SlLNKLO. 

UNDER this thick-grown brake we'll fhroud 
ourfelves. 
For through this land anon the. Deer will come; 
And in this covert we will make our Stand, 
Culling the principal of all the Deer. 

Hum, rU ftay above the hill, fo both may fhoot. 
. Sink, That cannot be : the noife of thy crofs-bow 
Will fcare the herd, and fo my (hoot is loft : 
Here (land we both, and aim we at the beft. 
And, for the time fliall not feem tedious, 
ril tell thee what befel me on a day, 
In this felf- place where now we mean to ftu.ud. 
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Hum. Here comes a man, let's ftay till he be paft. 
Enter King Henry, with a prayer-book. 

K. Henry. From Scotland am I ftolTn ev'n of pure 
love. 
To greet mine own land with my wifhful fight: 
No, Harry, Harry, 'tis no land of thine, 
Thy place is fiU'd, thy fcepter wrung from thee; 
Thy balm walht off, wherewith thou waft anointed ; 
No bending knee will call thee Cafar now. 
No humble fuitors prefs to fpeak for Right : 
No, not a man comes for redrefs to thee ; 
For how can I help them, and not myfelf ? 

Sink. Ay, here's a deer, whofe fkin's a keeper's fee: 
This is the quondam King,' let's feize upon him. 

K. Henry. Let me embrace thefe four Adverfities ; 
For wife men fay, it is the wifeft courfe. 

Hum. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon him. 

Sink. Forbear a while, we'41 hear a little more. 

K. Henry. My Qjieen and Son are gone to France 
for aid : 
And, as 1 hear, the great commanding Warwick 
Is thither gone to crave the Fr^ncA King's Sifter 
To wife for Edward. If this news be true. 
Poor Queen and Son ! your labour is but loft : 
For Warwick is a fubtle orator : 
And Lewis., a Prince foon won with moving words. 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him. 
For flie's a woman to be pitied much : 
Her fighs will make a batt'ry in his breaft; 
Her tears will pierce into a marble heart ; 
The Tyger will be mild, while flie doth mourn; 
And Nero would be tainted with remorfe. 
To hear, and fee her plaints, her brinifli tears. 
Ay, but file's come to beg, Warwick to give: 
She, on his left fide, craving aid for Henry; 
He, on his right, aflcing a wile for Edward. 
She weeps, and fays, her Henry is dcpos'd ; 

He 
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He fmiles, and fays, his Edward is inftall'd; 

That Ihe, poor wretch, for grief can fpeak no more ! 

While Warwick tells his Title, fmooths the wrong, 

Inferreth arguments of mighty ftrength, 

And in conclufion wins the King from her; 

With promife of his filler, and what elfe, 

To flrengthen, and fupport King Edward's place. 

O Mar g ret, thus 'twill be, and thou (poor foul) 

Art then forfaken, as thou went' ft forlorn. 

Hum. Say, what art thou that talk'fl of Xings and 
Queens ? 

K. Henry* More than I feem, and lefs than I was 
born to; 
A man at leaft, for lefs I (hould not be ; 
And men may talk of Kings, and why not I? • 

Hum. Ay, but thou talk'ft, as if thou wert a King. 

K, Henry. Why, fo I am in mind, and that's enough. 

Hum, But if thou be a King, where is thy Crown ? 

K. Henry. My crown is in my heart, not on my head: 
Not deck'd with Diamonds and Indian Stones ; 
Not to be feen : my Grown is call'd Content; 
A Grown it is, that feldom Kings enjoy. 

Hum, Well, if you be aKingcrown'dwithGontcnt, 
Your Crown Content, and you muft be contented 
To go along with us. For,, as we think. 
You are the King, King Edward hath depos'd: 
And we lys Subjeds, fworn in all allegiance. 
Will apprehend yo.u as his enemy. [oath ? 

K. Henry. But did you never fwear, and break an ^ 

Hum. No, never fuch an oath; nor will not now. 

K. Henry. Where did you dwell, when I was King 
o^ England? 

Hum. Here, in this country, where we now remain. 

K. Henry. I was anointed King at nine months old. 
My father and ray grandfather were Kings; 
And you were fworn true Subjefts unto me : 
And tell me then, have you not broke your oaths i* > 

Sink. No, we were fubjeds but while you were Kia^. 

Vol. VI. H Yw, HmT^^, 
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K.H^nrj.Why,amI dead? do I not breathe, a man? 
Ah, fimple men, you know not what you fwcar. 
Look, as I blow the feather from my face. 
And as the air blows it to me again. 
Obeying with my wind when I do blow. 
And yielding to another when it blows. 
Commanded always by the greater guft; 
Such is the lightncfs of You common men. 
But do not break your oaths, for of that fin 
My mild intreaty (hall not make you guilty. 
Go where you will, the King (hall be commanded; 
And be you Kings, command^ and Til obey. 

Sink. We are true Subjeds to the King, King 
Edward, 

K. Henry. So would you be again to Henry^ 
If he were feated as King Edward is. 

Sink. We charge you in God's name, and in the 
King's, 
To go with us unto the officers. ^ 

K. Hmry- In God's name lead, your King's name 
be obey 'd ; 
And what God will, that let your King perform; 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. [Epuuni. 

S C E N E II. 

Changes to the Palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, and Lady 
Gray. 

K.£rfa;.T)R OTHER of Glo'Jler, at St. Alban's 

Jj field 
This lady's hufb and, Sit Jphn Gray, was flain, 
His land then feiz'd on by the Conqueror: 
Her fuit is now to repoffefs tbofe lands, 
Which we in juftice cannot well deny ; ' 

Becaufe, in quarrel of the Houfe oiTorky 
The worthy gentleman did lofe his life. 

Glo, 
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Glo. Your Highnefs (hall do well to grant her fuit: 
It were difhonour to deny it her. 

K. Edw. It were no lefs; but yet 1*11 make a paufe. 
Glo, Yea ! is it fo ? 
I fee, the lady hath a thing to grant. 
Before the King will grant her humble fuit. 

Qar. He knows the game ; how true he keeps the ^ 

wind ? 
Glo. Silence. 

K. Edw, Widow, we will confider of your fuit, 
And come fome other time to know our mind. 

Gray. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook delay. 
May't plcafe your Highnefs to refolve me now? 
And what your Pleafure is, Ihall fatisfy me. 

Glo. Ay, widow ? then I'll warrant you all your 
lands. 
An if what pleafes him, (hall pleafure you : 
Fight clofer, or, good faith, you'll catch a blow. 
Clar. I fear her not, unlefs (he chance to fall. 
G/(h God forbid That I for he'll take vantages. 
R. Edw. How many children haft, thou, widow ? 

tell me. 
Clar, I think, he means to beg a child of her. 
Glo. Nay, whip me then: he'll rather give her two. 
Graj. Three, my moft gracious lord. 
Glo. You (hall have four, if you'll be rul'd by him. 
K. Edw. 'Twere pity they fliould lofe their father's 

lands. 
Gray. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then. 
K. Edw, Lords,give us leave; I'll try this widow's wit. 
Glo. Ay, good leave have you, for you will have 
leave ; 
Till youth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 
K. Edw. Now tell me, Madam, do you love your 

children ? 
Gray. Ay, full as dearly as I love myfelf. 
K. Edw. And would you not do muc;h to do them 
good ? 

H s ^xa*^ . 
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Gray. To do them good, I would fuftain fome harm. 

K. Edm, Then get your hufband's lands, to do them 
good. 

Gray, Therefore I came unto ^our Majefty. 

K.' Edw, rjl tell you how thefe lands are to be got. 

Gray, So fliall ypu bind me to your Highnefs' fervice. 

K. Edw. What fervice wilt thou do me, if I give 
them? 

Gray. What you command, that refls in me to do. 

JL.Edw, But you will take exceptions to my boon? 

Gray, No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 

K.Edxv. Ay, but thou canft do what I mean to afk. 

Gray. Why, then I will do what your Grace com- 
mands. 

Glo. He plies her hard, and much rain wears the 
marble. 

Clar. As red as fire .' nay, then her wax muft melt. 

Gray. Why flops my lord? fliall I not hear my talk. 

K. Edw. An eafy talk, 'tis but to love a King. 

Gray. That's foon perform'd, becaufe I am a Subjefi. 

K. Edw. Why then, thy hufband's lands I freely 
give thee. 

Gray. I take my leave with many thoufand thanks. 

Glo. The match is made, (he feals it with a curtfy. 

K. -Eefc;. But flay thee,'tis the fruitiof love I mean. 

Gray, The fruits of love I mean, my loving Liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but I fear me, in another fenfe. 
What love, think'ft thou, I fue fo much to get ? 

Gray. My love till death, my humble thanks, my 
prayers ; 
That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 

K. Edw\ No, by my troth, I did not mean fuch love. 

Gray. Why, then you mean not as I thought you did. 

K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my mind. 

Gray. My mind will never grant what I perceive 
Your Highnefs aims at, if I aim aright. 

K. Edw. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie with thee. 

Gray. To tell you plain, I'd rather lie in prifon. 

K. Edw. 
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K. Edw, Why, then thou Ihalt not have thy huf- 
band*s lands. 

Gray. Why, then mine boneftyfliallbe my dower; 
For by that lofs I will not purchafe them. 

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong'ft thy children migh- 
tily. 

Gray, Herein your Highnefs wrongs both them 
and me: 
But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the fadnefs of my fuit; 
Pleafe you difmifs mc, or with ay, or no. 

K. Edw. Ay; if thou wilt fay, Ay, to my requeft : 
No ; if thou doft fay, No, to my demand. 

Gray, Then, No, my lord ; my fuit is at an end. 

, G/o. The widow likes him not, (he knits her brows. 

Clar, He is the blunteft wooer in Chriftendom. 

K. Edw. Her looks do argue her replete with mo- 
defty. 
Her words do fhcw her wit incomparable. 
All her perfeAions challenge Sovereignty; 
One way, or other, ftie is for a King ; 
And (he (hall be my love, or elfe my Queen. 
Say, that King Edward take thee for his Queen ? 

Gray. 'Tis better faid than done, my gracious lord; 
I am a Subjeft fit to jeft withal. 
But far unfit to be a Sovereign. 

K. Edw. Sweet Widow, bymy Statel fwear to thee, 
I fpeak no more than what my foul intends; 
And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

Gray. And that is more than I will yield unto: 
I know, I am too mean to be your Queen; 
And yet too good to be your Concubine. 

K. Edw. You cavil, Widow; I did mean my Queen. 

Gray. 'Twill grieve your Grace, my ^ns (hould 
call you father. 

K. Edw. No more than when my daughters call 
thee mother. 
Thou art a widow, and thou haft fome children \ 

H 3 ;^ KxA^ 
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And, by God's mother, I, being but 3 bachelor, 
Have other Some : why, 'tis a happy thing. 
To be the father unto many fons. 
Anfwer no more, for thou flialt be my Queen. 
Glo. The ghoftly father now hath done his flirift. 
Oar. When he was made a (hriver, 'twas for fliift. 
*K. Edw, Brothers, you mufe what Chat we two 

have had. 
Gh. The widow likes it not, for (he looks fad. 
K. Edxv. You'd think it flrange, if I Ihould marry 

her. 
Clar» To whom, my lord? 
K. Edw. Why, Clarence, to myfelf. 
Glo. That would be ten days' Wonder at the Icaft. 
, Clar. That's a day longer than a Wonder lafls. 
Glo, By fo much is the Wonder in extremes. 
K.. Edw. Well, jeft on. Brothers; 1 can tell you 
both. 
Her fuit is granted for her huiband's lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 
JSfobi, My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prifoner to your Palace-gate. 

K. Edxv. See, that he be convey'd unto the Tower: 
And go we. Brothers, to the man that took him, 
To queftion of his ApprehenCon. 
Widow, go you along : Lords, ufe her honourably. 

[Exeunt* 

SCENE III. 

Mafiet Gloucefter. 
Glo. ~ A Y, Edward will ufe woman honourably. 
JljL 'Would he were wafted, marrow, bones, 
and all, 
That from II is^ loins no hopeful branch may fpring, 
To crofs me from the golden time I look for. 
And yet between my foul's defire and me, 
(The luftful Edward's Title buried) 

Is 
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Is Clarence^ Henry^ and his fon yoang Edward; 

And all th' un4ook'd-for ifluc of their bodies. 

To take their rooms ere I can place myfelf. 

A cold premeditation for my purpofe I 

Why, then I do but dream on Sov'reignty, 

Like one that ftands upon a promontory. 

And fpyes a far-o(F {hore where be would tread, 

Wiihing his foot were equal with his eye, 

And chides the Sea that funders him from thence. 

Saying, he'll lade it dry to have his way : 

So do I wilh, the Grown being fo far off, 

And fo I chide the means that keep me from it; 

And fo (I fay) I'll cut the caufes off, 

Flatt'ring my mind with things impofiible. 

My eye's too quick, my heart o'erweens too much, 

Unlefs my hand and ftrength could equal them. ^ 

Well, fay there is no Kingdom then for Richard: 

What other pleafure can the world afford? 

ril make my heaven in a lady's lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And 'witch fwcet ladies with my words and looks. 

Oh miferable thought 1 and mote nnlikely. 

Than to accompliih twenty golden Crowns. 

Why, Love forfwore me in my mother's wombi 

And, for 1 fhould not deal in her foft laws, 

She did corrupt frail Nature with fomc bribe 

To flirink mine arm up like a withered (hrub. 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where fits Deformity to mock my body ; 

To (hape my legs of an unequal fize ; 

To difproportion me in every part : 

Like to a Chaos, or unlick'd bear-whelp. 

That carries no impreffion like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belov'd ? 

Oh, monftrous fault, to harbour fuch a thought ! 

Then fmce this earth affords no joy to me, 

But to command, to check, to o'er-bear fuch 

As are of better perfon than myfelf; 

H4 \^^ 
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I'll make my heav'n to dream upon the Crown ; 
And, while I live, t* account this world but Hell, 
Until themif-lhap'd trunk that bears this head. 
Be round-impaled with a glorious Crown. 
, And yet I know not how to get the Crown, 
For many lives ftand between me and home : 
And I, (like one loft in a thorny wood, 
That rends the thorns, and is rent with the thorns, 
Seeking a way, and ftraying from the way. 
Not knowing how to find the open air. 
But toiling delp'rately to find it out) 
Torment myfelf to catch the Engli/h Grown. 
And from that torment I will free myfelf, 
Or hew my way out with a bloody ax. 
Why, I can fmile, and murder while I fmile; 
And cry, Content, to that which grieves my hearty 
And wet my cheeks with artificial tears, 
And frame my face to all occafions: 
I'll drown more failors, than the Mermaid (hall; 
I'll flay more gazers, than the Bafililk; 
ril play the orator, as well as Neflor; 
Deceive .more flily, than Vlyjfts could ; 
And, like a Sinon^ take another Troy: 
I can add colours ev'n to the Camelion; 
Change fhapes with Proieus, for advantages; 
And fet th' afpiring Cataline to fchool. 
Can I do this, and cannot get a Crown ? 
Tut, were it farther off, Til pluck it down. [Emt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Changes to France. 

Flourijh. Enter King Lewis, Lady Bona, Bourbon, 

Edward Prince of Wales, Queen Margaret, and the 

Earl of Oxford. Lewis T^^j, and rifeth up again. 

K. Lew, T7»AI R Queen of England,, worthy Margaret,, 

JL Sit down with us; it ill befits thy State, 

And Birth, that thou (hould'ft ftand, while Lewis fits. 

Queen^» 
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Qjiten, No, mighty King o^ France; now Margaret 
Muttftrike her fail, and learn a while to ferve, 
Where Kings command. I was, I muft confefs. 
Great Albion s Queen in former golden days : 
But now mifchance hath trod my Title down. 
And with difhonour laid me on the ground ; 
Where I muft take like feat unto ray fortune. 
And to ray humble Seat conform myfelf. 

K. Lew. Why, fay, fair Queen, whence fprings 
this deep defpair ? 

Queen. From fuch a caufe as fills mine eyes with 
tears ; 
And ftops my tongue, while my heart's drownM in 
cares. 
' K. Lew. "VVhate'er it be, be thou ftill like thyfelf. 
And fit thee by our fide. Yield not thy neck 

[Seats her bfhim. 
To fortune'^ yoke, but let thy dauntlefs mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mifchance. 
Be plain. Queen Margaret^ and tell thy grief; 
It mall be eas'd, i£ France can yield relief. 

Queen. Thofe gracious words revive my drooping 
thoughts. 
And give my tongue-ty'd forrows leave to fpeak. 
Now therefore be it known to noble Lewis^ » 
That Henry^ fole poflefTor of my love. 
Is, of a King, become a banifli'd man. 
And forc'd to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 
While proud ambitious Edward^ Duke of York^ 
Ufurps the regal Title, and the Seat 
Of England's true-anointed lawful King. 
This is the caufe, that I, poor Margaret^ 
With this my fon Prince Edward, Henry % heir, 
Am come to crave thy juft and lawful aid: 
And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done. 
Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help: 
Our People and our Peers are both mif-led, 

H5 Oat 
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Our Treafure feiz'd, our Soldiers put to flighr. 
And, as thou feeft, ourfelves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew. Renowned Queen, with patience c^lm the 
ftorm ; 
While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Queen. The more we ftay, the ftronger grows our 
foe. (thee. 

K. JL^tt;. The more I (lay, the more rii fuccour 

Queen. O, but impatience waiting, rues to-morrow. 
And fee, where comes the breeder of my forrow. 

SCENE V. 

Enter Warwick. 

K. Lew. T T rHAT's he, approacheth boldly to 
VV ourPrefence? 

Queen. Our Earl of Warwick, EdwarcTs greateft 
friend. 

K. Lew. Welcome, brave Warwick, what brings thee 
to Frances? [He defcends. She arifetk. 

Queen. Ay, now begins a fecond fiorm to rife ; 
For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 

War. From worthy Edward^ King of Albion, - 
My Lord and Sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 
I come (in kindnefs and unfeigned love) 
Firft to do greetings to thy royal perfon, 
And then to crave a league of amity ; 
And laftly, to confirm that amity 
With nuptial knot, if thou vouchfafe to grant 
That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair fifter. 
To England" s King in lawful marriage. 

Queen. If That go forward, Henry's hope is done! 

War. And, gracious Madam, in our King's behalf. 

[Speaking to Bona. 
I am commanded, with your leave and favour. 
Humbly to kifs your hand ; and with my tongue 
To tell the paffion of'my Sov'reign's heart; 
Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears. 

Hath 
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Hath placM thy beauty^s image and thy virtue. 

Queen. King Lewis, and lady Bona, hear me fpeak, 
Before you anfwer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward's well-meant honeft love, 
But from deceit bred by neceflity : 
For how can tyrants fafely govern home, 
Unlefs abroad they purchafe great alliance ? 
To prove him tyrant, this reafon may fuffice. 
That Henry liveth dill ; but were he dead. 
Yet here Prince Edward ftands. King Henry's fon. 
Look there forc^jLouiJ, that by this league and marriage 
Thou draw not on thy danger and dilhonour : 
For tho' Ufurpcrs fway the Rule a while, 
Yet heav'ns are juft, and time fupprefleth wrongs. 

War. Injurious Margaret! 

Frince. And why not Queen? 

War. Becaufe thy father Henry did ufurp, 
And thou no more art Prince, than (he h Queen. 

Oxf. Then Warwick difannuls great John of Gaunt^ 
Which did fubdue the greateft part oi Spain; 
And, after John of Gaunt^ Henry the fourth, 
Whofe wifdom was a mirror to the wifeft; 
And, after that wife Prince, Henry the fifth. 
Who by his Prowefs conquer'd aAl France: 
From thefe our H^rnry lineally defcends. 

War. 0;c/i)rrf, how haps it, in this fmoothdifcourfe. 
You told not, how Henry the fixth hath loft 
All That which Hdnry the fifth had gotten? 
Methinks, thefe Peeirs of France fliould fmile at That. 
But, for the reft : you tell a Pedigree 
Of threefcpre and two years, a filly time 
To make prefcription for a Kingdom's worth. 

Oxf. Why, Warwick, csLuR, thou fpeak againft thy 
Liege, 
Whom thou obeyedft thirty and fix years. 
And not bewray thy treafon with a bluih? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the Right, 
Now buckler falflaood with a pedigree ? 

H 6 ^^^: 
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For (bame, leave Henry, and call Edward King. 

Ox/*. Call him my King, by whofe injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vert, 
Was done to death? and more than fo, my father; 
Even in the downfal of his mellow'd years, 
When nature Jjroughthim to the door *of death ? 
No, Warwick^ no \ while life upholds this arm, 
This arm upholds the Houfe oi Lancajter. 

War. And I the Houfe of York, - 

K.Lew Qnttii Margaret^ Prince Edward^ and Oxford 
Vouchfafe at our requeft to ftand afide. 
While I ufe farther conference with Warwick. 

Queen, Heav'ns grant, that Warwick's words bewitch 
him not ! [Theyjland aloof 

K. Lew. Now, Warwick^ teli-mc even upon thy 
confcience, ' 

Is Edward your true King ? for I were loth 
To link with him«, that were not lawful chofen. 

War. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine honour. 

K. Lew. But is he gracious in the people's eyes?^ 

War. The more, that Henry was unfortunate. 

K. Lew,. Then further; all diflembling fet afide» 
Tell me for truth the meafurc of his love 
Unto our fifter Bona. 

War. Such it feems, ' 

As' may befeem a Monarch like himfelf: 
Myfelf have often heard him fay, and fwear. 
That this his love was an eternal plant. 
Whereof the root was fix'd in virtue's ground. 
The leaves and fruit maintained with beauty's fun ; 
Exempt from envy, but not from difdain, 
Unlefs the Ididy Bona quit his pain. 

K. Lew. Now, fifter, let us hear your firm refolve. 

Bona. Your Grant, or your Denial, fliall be mine. 
Yet I confefs, that often ere this day, [Speaks /o War. 
When I have heard your King's defert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to defire. 

K. Lew. Then, Warwick^ this : our filler fhall tc 
Edward's. And 
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And now forthwith fhall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your King muft make. 
Which with her dowry fhall be counterpoised^ 
Draw near. Queen Margaret^ and be a witnefs, 
That Bona (hall be wife to th' Englijh King. 

Prince i To Edward^ but not to the Englijh King. 

Queen, Deceitful Warwitk^ it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my fuit; 
Before thy Coming, Lewis vv^s Henry's friend. 

K. Lew. And ftill is friend to him znd Margaret; 
But if your Title to the Crown be weak. 
As may appear by Edward's good foccefs ; 
Then 'tis but reafon, that I be released 
From giving aid, which late I promifed. 
Yet (hall you have all kindnefs at my hand, 
That your eftate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland at his eafc. 
Where having nothing, nothing can he lofe. 
And as for you yourlelf, our quondam Queen, 
You have ^ father able to maintain you; 
And better 'twere, you troubled him than France. 

Queen. Peace, impudent and ihamelefs Warwick^ 
peace ! 
Proud fetter-up and puller-down of Kings I 
I wiU not hence, till with my talk and tears 
(Both full of truth) I make King Lewis behold 
Thy fly conveyance, and thy lord's falfe love : 

[Pojt, blowing a horn within. 
For both of you are birds of felf-farae feather. 

K. Lew. Waiivick^ this is fome Poft to us, or thee. 

SCENE VL 

Enter a Poft. 

Pojl. TVyTY lord Ambaffador, thefe letters are for 
iVX you ; [To Warwick. 

Sent from your brother. Marquis Montague. 
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Tbefe, from our King unto your Majefty. 

[To King Lewis. 

And, Madam, thefe for you ; from whom I know not. 

[To the Queen. They all read their Letters, 

Oxf, I like it well, that our fair Queen and Miftrefs 
Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowns at his. 

Prince, Nay, mark, how Lewis ftamps as he were 
nettled. 
I hope, all's for the beft. 

K. Lew* Warwick^ vih^it are thy news ? and yours, 
fair Queen ? 

Queen, Mine fuch, as fills my heart with unhop'd 
joys. 

War, Mine full of forrow and heart's 'difcontent, 

K. Lew, What .' has your King marry'd the lady 
Grajr * 
And now, to footh your forgery and his. 
Sends roe a paper to perfuade me patience ? ^ 
Is this th' alliance, that he feeks with France? 
Dare he prefume to fcorn us in this manner ? 

Quten, 1 told your Majefty as much before ; 
This provelh Edward* s love and Warvnck's honefty. 

War, King Lewis, I here protcft in fight of heav'n^ 
And by the hope^I have of heav'nly blifs. 
That 1 am clear from this mifdced of Edward^ s : 
No more my King; for he diflionours me, 
But moft himfelf, if he could fee his Ihame. 
Did I forget, that by the Houfe o^Tork 
My father came untimely to his death? 
* Did I let pafs th' abufe done to my Niece ? 
Did I impale him with the regal Crown? 
Did I put Henry from his native Right ? 
And am I guejdon'd at the laft with (hame ? 
Shame on himfelf, for my defert is honour ! 
And to repair my honour loft for him, 
1 here renounce him, and return to Henry, 

* Did I let pafs M' abufe done to my Nieee^"^ Whom King Edxvari 
attempted in the Earl of Warwick"^ houfe. Holingfhed* 

My 
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My noble Queen, let former grudges pafs, 
And henceforth, 1 am thy true fervitor^ 
I will revenge his wrong to lady Bona^ 
And replant Henry in his former ftate. 

Queen. Warwick^ thefe words have tum'd my hate 
to love, ' 
And I forgive and quite forget old faults ; 
And joy, that thou becom'ft King Henry s friend. 

War. So much his friend, ay, his unfeigned friend. 
That if King Lewis voucbfafe to furnilh us 
With fome few bands of chofcn foldiers, 
rU undertake to land them on our coaft. 
And force the tyrant from his feat by war. 
'Tis not his new-made bride (hall fuccour him ; 
And, as for Clarence^ as my letters tell me, 
He's very likely now to fall from him. 
For matching more for wanton lufl: than honour. 
Or than for ftrength and fafety of our Country. 

Bona. Dear brother, how (hall Bona he reveng'd. 
But by thy help to this diftreffed Queen? 

Queen. Renowned Prince, how mail poor Henry 
live, 
Unlefs thou refcue him from foul defpair ? 

Bona. My quarrel, and this fn^/j/i Queen's, are one. 

War. And mine, fair lady Bona^ joins with yours. 

K. Lew. And mine with hers, and thine, and Mar- 
garefs. 
Therefore at laft I firmly am refolv'd 
You (hall have aid. 

Queen. Lei me give humble thanks for all at once« 

K. Lew. Then, England's melTenger, return in poft. 
And tell falfc Edward^ thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of France is fending over malkers, 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 
Thou feeft what's paft, go fear thy King withal. 

Bona. Tell him« in hope he'll prove a widower 
(hortly, 
I wear the willow garland for his fake. 

Quittvx 
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Queen, Tell him, my mourning weeds are laid 
afide; 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

War. Tell him from me, that he hath done mc 
wrong ; 
And therefore Til uncrown him ere't be Ipn^. 
There's thy reward, be g-dne. [Ep<it Poji. 

K, Lew, But, Warwick, 
Thyfelf and 0?(ford with five thoufand men 
Shall crofs the feas, and bid falfe Edward battle: 
And, as occalion ferves, this noble Queen 
And prince (hall follow with a freQi fupply. 
Yet ere thou go, but anfwer me one doubt: 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty? 

War, This (hall affure my conftant loyalty, 
That if our Qji^en and this young Prince agree, 
rU join "my younger daughter and my joy 
To him forthwith, in holy wedlocks' bands. 

Queen, Yes, I agree, and thank you for your mo- 
tion. 
Son Edivctrd^ {he is fair and virtuous ; 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to Warwick, 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable, 
That only Warwick's daughter fliall be thine. 

Prince. Yes, I accept her, for fhe well deferves it : 
And here to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

[He gives his hand to Warwick. 

K. Lew, Why ftay we now ; thefe foldiers Ihall be 
levy'd. 
And thou, lord Bourbon^ our High Admiral, 
Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. 
I long, till Edward fall by war's mifchance. 
For mbcking marriage with a Dame of France. 

[Exeunt. Manet Warwick. 

War. I came from Edward as ambaffador. 
But I return his. fworn and mortal foe : 
Matter of marriage was the Charge he gave me, 
But dreadful war ihall anfwer his demand. 

Had 
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Had he none elfe to make a Stale, but me ? 

Then none but I (hall turn his jeft to forrow. 

1 was the chief that rais'd him to the Crown, 

And ril be chief to bring him down again : 

Not that I pity Henrys mifery, 

But feek revenge on Edward's mockery. [Exit, 



ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Palace in England. 

Enter Gloucefter, Clarence, Sottierfet fl«^ Montague. 
Gloucester. 

NOW tell me, brother €larence^ what think you 
Of this new marriage with the Jady Gray? 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice? 

Clar. Alas, you know, 'tis far from hence to France: 
HoW could he ftay till Warwick made Return ? 
Som. My lords, forbear this talk : here comes the 
King. 

Elourijh. Enter King Edward, iMdy Gray as Queen, 
Pembroke, Stafford, and Haftings: Four Jland on 
onejide^ and four on the other. 

Glo, And his well chofen bride. 

Clar, I mind to tell him plainly what I think. 

K. Edw. Now, brother Clarence, how like you our 
choice. 
That you ftand penfive, as half malecontent? 

Clar, As well as Lewis of France,, or th' Earl of 
Warwick,, 
Which are fo weak of courage, and in judgment. 
That they'll take no offence at our abufe. 

K. Edw, Suppofe they take offence without a caufe. 
They are but Lewis and Warwick, and I am Edward^ 
Your King and Warwick's,, and muft have my will. 
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Glo. And you fliall have your will, becaufe our 
King. 
Yet hafty marriage feldom proveth well. 

K.Edw. Yea, brother Richard^ are you offended too ? 

Glo, Not I ; no : God forbid, that I fhould-wiQi 
Them fevered whom God hath join'd together : 
Pity to funder them, that yoke fo well. 

K. Edw. Setting your feorns and your miflikeafide, 
Tell me fome reafon, why the lady Gray 
Should not become my wife, and England* s Queen? 
And you too, Somerfet and Montague^ 
Speak freely what you think. 

Clar, Then this is my opinion; that King Lewis 
Becomes your enemy for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona» 

Glo, And Warwick^ doing what you gave in charge, 
Is now dilhonoured by this new marriage. 

K. Edw, What if both Lewis and Warwick be ap- 
By fuch invention as I can devife? [peas'd, 

Menti\^x\o have join'd with iranre in fuch alliance. 
Would more have ftrengihen'd this oiir Common- 
wealth 
^Gainft foreign ftorms, than any home-bred marriage. 

Haft, Why, knows not Montague, that of ilfelf 
England is fafe, if true within itfelf ? [France. 

Mont. Yes; but the fafcr, when 'tis bajck'd with 

Hajl, 'Tis better uJGng France, than trufting France. 
Let us be backed with God, and with the feas* 
Which he hath giveti' for fence impregnable. 
And with their helps alone defend ourfelves : 
In them, and in ourfelves, our fafety lies. [ferves 

Clar. For this one fpeech, lord Hajiings well, de- 
To have the Heir of .the lord Hungerford, [Grant, 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that? it was my will and 
And for this once my will ftiall (land for law. 

Glo. And yet, methinks, your Grace hath not done 
To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales [well, 

Unto 
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Unto the brother of your loving bride. 

She better would have fitted me, or Clarence ; 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Clar. Or elfe you would not havebeftow'd the heir 
Of the lord Bonvill on your new wife's fon, 
And leave your brothers to go fpeed elfewhere. 

K. Edw. Alas, poor Clarence ! is it 'for a wife 
That thou art malecontent? I will provide thee. 

Clar. In chufing for yourfelf, you fliew'd your 
judgment ; 
Which being (hallow, you (hall give me Leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf 5 
And, to that end, I (hordy mind to leave you. 

K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be King, 
And not be ty'd unto his brother's will. 

Queen. My lords, before it pleas'd his Majefty 
To raife my ftate to Title of a Queen, 
Do me but right, and you muft all confefs 
That I was not igaoble of Defccnt ; 
And meaner than myfelf have had like fortune. 
But as this Title honours me and mine, 
So your difl ikes, to whom I would be pleafing. 
Do cloud my joys with danger and with forrow. 

K. Edw, My Love, forbear to fawn upon their, 
frowns ; 
What danger, or what forrow, can befal thee. 
So long as Edward is thy conftant friend, 
And their true Sovereign, whom they muft obey? 
Nay, whom they (hall obey, and love thee too, 
Unlefs they feek for hatred at my hands : 
Which if they do, yet will I keep thee fafe ; 
And they ihall fe^l the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. I hear;, yet fay not much, but think the more. 

SCENE II. 

Enter a Pojl. 
K. Edw. TVT^^i MefTeng^r, what letters or what 
X\ news from France ? 
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Foji. My Sovereign Leige, no letters, and few words ; 
But fuch as I (without yourfpecial pardon) 
Dare not relate. 

K. Edw, Go to, we pardon thee : 
So tell their Words, as near as thou canft guefs them. 
What anfwer makes King Lewis to our letters ? 

Fofl. At my Depart, thefe were is very words ; 
Go tell falfe Edward^ thy fuppofed King, 
That Lewis of Frdnce is fending over mafkers 
To revel it with him and his new bride. 

K. Edfi). Is Lewis fo brave ? belike he thinks me 
Henry, 
But what faid lady Bona to my Matriage? [dain: 

Fojt, Tbcfe were her words, ntter'd with mild dif- 
Tell him, in hope hell prove a widower fliortly, 
I'll wear the willow garland for his fake. 

K. Edw, I blame not her, fhe could fay little lefs; 
She had the wrong. But what faid Henrfs Queen? 
For fo I heard, that fhe was there in place. 

Fojt. Tell him, (quoth Ihe) my mourning weeds arc 
done; 
And I am ready to put armour on. 

K. Edw. Belike, fhe means to play the Amazon. 
But what faid Warwick to thefe injuries ? 

Pojl, He, more incens'd againft your Majefty 
Than all the reft, difcharg'd me with thefe words ; 
Tell him from me, that he hath done me Wrong; 
And therefore TU uncrown him erc't be long. 

K. JE^w.Ha I durfl the Traitor breathe out fo proud 
words ? 
Well, I wriU arm me, being thus fore-warn'd : 
They fhall have wars, and pay for their prefumption. 
But fay, is Warwick friends with Margaret? 

Poft, Ay, gracious Sovereign, they're fo link'd in 
friendfhip, 
That young Prince Edward marries Warwick's daughter. 

Clar. Belike, the younger; Clarence will have the 
elder. 

Now 
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Now, brother King, farewel, and fit you faft, 
For I will hence to Warwick^s other daughter ; 
That though I want a Kingdom, yet in Marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourfelf. 
You, that love me and Warwick^ follow me. 

[£xzV Clarence; and Somtritt follows. 

Glo, Not I : my thoughts aim at a further matter: 
I ftay not for love of Edward^ but the Crown. [Afide, 

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerfet both gone to War- 
wick ? 
Yet am I arra'd againft the worft can happen; 
And hafte is needful in this defpVate cafcc 
Pembroke and Stafford, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war; 
They are already, or will foon be landed; 
Myfelf in perfon will ftraight follow you. 

[Exeunt Pembroke and Stafford. 
But ere I go^ Hajlings and Montague^ 
Refolve my doubt: you twain, of all the reft, 
Are near to Warwick by blood and by alliance ; 
Tell me, if you love Warwick more than me ? 
If it be fo, then both depart to him : 
I rather wifh you foes, than hollow friends. 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience. 
Give me affurance with fome friendly vow, 
That I may never have you in fufpeft, 

Mon. So God help Montague^ as he proves true ! 

Haft, And Hajlings^ as he idvoxirs Edward's Caufe ! 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard^ will you ftand by 
us? 

Glo. Ay, in defpight of all that (hall withftand you. 

K. Edw. Why fo, then am I fure of vidory. 
Now therefore let us hence, and lofe no. hour, 
'Till we meet Warwick with his foreign Power. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE III. 

In Warwicklhire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French Soldiers. 

War. TpRUST me, my lord, all hitherto goes 

X well; 

The common people fwarm by numbers to us. 

Enter Clarence an^ Somerfet, 
But fee, where Somerfet and Clarence come ; 
Speak fuddenly, my lords, are we all friends ? 

Cldr. Fear not that, my lord. 

War, Then, gentle Clarence^ welcome unto Warwick; 
And welcome, Somerfet: I hold it cowardife 
To reft miftruftfiil, where a noble heart 
Hath pawn'd an open hand in fign of love. 
Elfe might I think, that Clarence^ Edward* shrothtr^ 
Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings. 
But welcome, friend, my daughter Ihali be thine. 
And now what refts, but in night's coverture, 
, Thy brother being carelefly encamp'd. 
His foldiers lurking in the tovyns about. 
And but attended by a fimple guard. 
We may furprize and take him at our pleafure ? 
Ourfcouts have found th' adventure very eafy : 
That as UlyJJes and ftout Diomede 
With flight and manhood ftole to Rhefus^ Tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal fteeds ; 
So we, well covered with the night's black mantle. 
At unawares may beat down Edward's guards 
And feize himfelf : I fay not, Daughter him; 
For I intend but only to furprize him; 
You, that will follow me to this attempt. 
Applaud the name of Henry with your leader, 

[they all cry^ Henry! 
Why then, let's on our way in filent fort. 
For Warwick and his friends, God and SdLint George l 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. 

Enter the Watchmen to guard the King's Tent. 

I Watch. /^OME on, my mafter's, each man taka 

V->i his Stand : 
The King by this has fet him down to fleep,^ 
2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 
J Watch. Why, no ; for he hath made a folemn 
vow. 
Never to lie and take his natural Reft, 
Till Warwick or himfelf be quite fuppreft. 

2 Watch. To-morrow then, belike, fliall be the day ; 
If Warwick be fo near, as men report. 

3 Watch. But fay, I pray, what Nobleman is that/ 
That with the King here refteth in his tent? 

1 Watch. 'Tis the lord Hajlings^ the King's chiefeft 

friend. 
3 Watch. O, is it fo? but why commands the King, 
That his chief followers lodge in towns about him. 
While he himfelf keepeth in the cold field ? 

2 Watch. Tis the more honour, becaufe the more 

dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay, but give me worfliip and quietnefs ; 
I like it better than a dangerous honoiir. 

If Warwick knew in what eftate he ftands» 
'Tis to. be doubted, he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unlefs our halberds did (hut up his paflage. 

2 Watch. Ay \ wherefore elfe guard we this royal 

tent. 
But to defend his perfon from night-foes ? 

£n/rr Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Somerfet, and 
French Soldiers^ filent all. * 

War. This is his tent ; and fee, where fiands his 
guard : 
Courage, my matters : honour now, or never I 
But follow me, and Edward fhall be ours. 

I Watch. Who goes there ? 
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2 Watch, Stay, or thou died. 
[Warwick and the reft cry all^ Warwick ! Warwick ! 

and Jet upon the Guard; who fly, crying^ Arms! Arms! 

Warwick and the rejt following them. 

The Drums beating, and Trumpets founding. 
Enter Warwick, Sornerfet, and the refl, bringing the 
King out in a gown, ftting in a chair; Glo'fter and 
li2i&ings flying pver the Stage. 

Som. What are they, that fly there ? 

War. Richard and Haflings; let them go, here is 
the Duke. 

K, Edw, The Duke ! why, Warwick, when wc 
^ parted, 
Thou cairdft me King ? 

War. Ay, but the cafe is altered. 
When you difgrac'd me in ray ambaffade. 
Then I degraded you from being King; 
And come now to create you Duke of York. 
Alas, how {hould you govern any Kingdom, 
That know not how to ufe ambaffador* ; 
Nor how to be contented with one wife. 
Nor how to ufe your brothers brotherly. 
Nor how to ftudy for the people's welfare. 
Nor how to flirowd yourfeif from enemies ? 

K.Edw, Brother of C/arenc^, and art thou here roo? 
Nay, then I fee, that Edward needs muft down. 
Yet, Warwick, in defpightof all mifchance. 
Of thee thyfelf, and all thy 'complices, 
Edward will always bear himfelf as King: 
Though fortune's malice overthrow my fiatc. 
My mind exceeds the compafs of her wheel. 

War. Then, for his mind, be Edward England's 
King: [Takes off' his Crown. 

But Henry now fhall wear the Englifh crown. 
And be true King, indeed : thou but the fiiadow. 
My Lord of Somerfet, at my requeft. 
See that forthwith Duke Edward be convey'd 

Unto 
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j Unto my brother, archbifhop of York : 
I When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellow?, 
rU foliow you, and tell you what reply 
Lewis and Lady Bona fent to him : 
Now for a while farewel, good Duke of Tork, 

K. Edw, What fates impofc, that men muft needs 
abide ; 
It boots not to refifl both wind and tide. 

[Exit King Edward led outforceably, 
Oxf. What now remains, my Lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our foldiers ? 

War, Ay, that's the firft thing that we have to do ; 
To free King Henry from imprifonment, 
And fee him feated in the regal throne. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E V. 

n< PALACE. 

Enter Rivers, and the Queen, 
Riv. ly yfAD AM, what makes yQu in this fudden 
iVX change ? 
Qjieen, Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to learn, 
What late misfortune has befalFn King Edward? 
Hfi/.What! lofs of fomc pitcht battle againft War- 
wick ? 
Queen, No, but the lofs of his own royal perfpn. 
Riv, Then is my fovereign flain? 
Qiuen, Ay, almoft flain, for he is taken prifoner. 
Etfher betray'd by falfliood of his guard, 
Or by his foe furpriz'd at unawares s 
And, as I further have to underftand. 
Is now committed to the bifliop of York, 
Fell Warwick''^ brother, and by that our foe. 
- Riv, Thefe news, I mufl confefs, are full of grief: 
\ Yet, gracious Madam, bear it as you may; 

Warwick may lofe, that now hath won the day. 

Queen, Till then fair hope muft hinder life's decay. 
And I the rather wean me fromdefpair, 

Vol. VI. I ^^^ 
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For love o^ Ec/zvarcTs off-fpring in my womb: 
This is't, that makes me bridle in my paflion^ 
And bear with miJdnefs my misfortune's crofs: 
Ay,. ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 
And ftop the riling of blood-fucking (ighs, 
Left with my fighs or tears, Iblaft or drown 
King EdwarcCs fruit, true heir to th' Englifh crown. 

Riv. But, Madam, where is Warwick then become ? 

Queen, I am informed that he comes towards Lonr 
don. 
To fet the crown once more on Henry's head : ' 
Guefs thou the reft, ¥K\n^ Edward" $ friends muft down. 
But to prevent the tyrant's violence, 
(For truft not him, that once hath broken faith;) 
I'll hence forthwith unto the fanduary, 
To favc at leaft the heir of Edward's right. 
There (hall I reft fecure from force and fraud : 
Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly; 
If Warwick take us, we are furc to die, [Exeunt. 

s c E N E VI. 

A Fark near Middleham-Caftle in Yorkfliire.' 

Enter Gloucefter, JLorrf Haftings, and Sir William 
Stanley. 

G/o.TVTOW, my Lord Hajtings, and Sir William 

• iX • Stanley, 
Leave oflF to wonder why I drew you hither, 
Into the chiefeft thicket of the park. 
Thus ftands the cafe*, you know, our King, my bro- 
ther, «k 
Is prisoner to the biftiop, at whofe hands. 
He hath good ufage and great liberty ; 
And often but attended with weak guard 
Comes hunting this way to difport himfelf. 
I have advertised him by fecret means, 
That if about this hour be make his way, 
Under the colour of his ufual game; 

He 



I 



TTit Third ParJ of King Henry VI. 1 7 1 

I He {hall here find his friends with horfe and men, 
I To fet him free from his captivity. 

I Enter King Edward, and a Huiitjman with hint, "1 

Hunt. This way, my Lord, for this way lies the 

game. 
K. Edw. Nay, this way, man ; fee, where the 
huntfraen ftand. ?^ 

Nbw, brother Glo'Jler^ Ha/lings, and the reft. 
Stand you thus clofe to fteal the bifhop's deer? 

Glo. Brother, the time and cafe requireth hafte, 
Your horfe flands ready at the park-corner. 
K., Edw. But whither (hall we then? 
Hajl, To Ljn, my Lord, 
And ihip from thence to Flanders, 

Glo. Well gueft, believe me, for that was ray 

meaning. 
K. Edw. Stanley, I^vill requite thy forwardnefs. 
Gio, But wherefore ftay we ? 'tis no time to talk. 
K. Edw, Huntfman, what fay'ft thou? vvilt thou 

go along ? 
Hunt, Better do fo, than tarry and be hang'd. 
Glo, Come then away, let's ha' no more ado. 
K. Edto, Bi(hop, farewel ; fliield thee from War- 
wick's frown ; 
And pray, that I may repoffefs the crown. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Tower in London. 

Enter King Henry, . Clarence, Warwick, Soraerfet 
young Richmond, Oxford, Montague, and Lieutenant 
of the Tower. 

K. Henry, TV /fR- Lieutenant, now that God and 

IVJL friends 
Have fhaken Edward from the regal feat, 
And turn'd my captive ftate to liberty, 

I « \^^ 
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My fear to hope, my forrows unto joys ; 
At our enlargement what are thy due fees? 

Lieu. Subjects may challenge nothing of their fove- 
reigns : 
But if an humble prayer may prevail, 
1 then crave pardon of your Majefty. 

K. Henry, For what, Lieutenant? for well ufingn^e? 
Nay, be thou fure, I'll well requite thy kindnefs ; 
For that it made my imprifonraent a pleafure: 
Ay, fuch a pleafure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when after many moody thoughts. 
At laft, by notes of houfhold harmony, 
They quite forget their lofs of liberty. 
But Warwick^ after God, thou fett'ft me free, 
And chiefly therefore I thank God and thee : 
He was the author, thou the inflrument. 
Therefore that I may conquer fortune's fpight, 
By living low, where fortune cannot hurt me ; 
And that the people of this blefled land 
May not be punimed with my thwarting fiars; 
Warwick^ although my head ftill wear the crown, 
I here refign my government to thee, 
For thou art fprtunaie in all thy deeds. 

War, Your grace has ftill been fam'd for virtuous, 
And now may feem as wife as virtuous, 
By fpying and avoiding fortune's malice ; / ' 

For few men rightly temper with the ftars ; 
Yet in this one thing let me blame your Grace, 
For chufing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Char. No, Warwick^ thou art worthy of the fway. 
To whom the heav'ns in thy nativity 
Adjudg'd an olive branch and lawrel crown, 
As likely to be bleft in peace and war ; 
And therefore I yield thee my free content. 
War. Aud 1 chyfe Clarence only for proteflor. 
K. Henry. WaJwick and Clarence, give me both your 
hands; 
Now join your hands, and with your hands, your 
hearts^ That 
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That no diffention hinder government. 
I make you both protedors of this land, 
While I myfelf will lead a private life ; 
And in devotion fpend my latter days. 
To fin's rebuke and my Creator's praife. 

War. What anfwers Clarence to his fovereign's will? 

Clar. That he confents, if Warwick yield confent ; 
For on thy fortune I repofe myfelf. 

War. Why then, though loth, yet muft I be con- 
tent: 
We'll yoke together, like a double fliadow 
To Henrys body, and fupply his place; 
I mean, in bearing weight of government : 
While he enjoys the honour, and his eafe. 
Add, Clarence^ now then it is more than needful. 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc'd a trator ; 
And all his lands and goods confifcated. 

Clar. What elfe? and thatfucceffionbe determin'd. 

War. Ay, therein Clarence (hall not want his part. 

K. Henry, But with the firft of all our chief affairs, 
Let me intreat, for I command no more, 
That Margaret your Qiieen and my ibn Edward 
Be fent for, to return from France with fpeed. 
For till I fee them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of liberty is half eclips'd. 

Clar. It (hall be done, my fovereign with all fpeed. 

K Henry. My lord of ^'(^wi^ry^/, what youth is that. 
Of whom you feem to have tender care? 

Som. My Liege, it is young Henry, Earl of Ri&h- 
mond. 

K. Henry. Come hither, England's hope: if^fecret 
-powers [Lays his hand on his head. 

Suggeft but truth to my divining thoughts, 
This pretty lad will prove our country's blifs. 
His looks are full of peaceful majefty. 
His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 
His hand to wield a fceptcr, and himfelf 
Likely in time to blefs a regal throne. 

I 3 '^^^^w^ 
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Make much of him, my Lords ; for this is he 
Muft help you more,*than you are hurt by me. 
Enter a Pojt. ' 

War. What news, my friend ? 

Pofi. That Edward is efcapcd from your brother. 
And fled, as he hears fince, to Burgundy. 

War. Unfavory news; but how made he efcape ? 
* PoJ. He was convey'd by Richard Dnkc oiGlo'Jler^ 
And the Lord Hajlings, who attended him 
In fecret ambufli on the foreft-fide, 
And from the bifliop's huntfmen refcu'd him: 
For hunting was his daily exercife. 

War. My brother was too carelefs of his charge. 
But Jet us hence, my fov'reign, to provide 
A falve for any fore that may betide. [Exeunt, 

Manent Somerfet, Richmond, and Oxford. 

Som. My Lord, I like not of this fliglit oi Edward's: 
For, doubtlcfs, Burgundy will yield him help. 
And we fliall have more wars before't be long. 
, As Henry's late prefaging prophefy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Rich- 
mond ; 
So doth my heart mif-give me, in thefe conflids 
What may befal him, to his harm and ours. 
Therefore, Lord Oxford^ to prevent the worft, 
Forthwith we'll fend him "hence to Britany^ 
Till ftorms be paft of civil enmity. 

Oxf. Ay, for \{ Edward re-pofTefs the crown, 
'Tis like, that Richmond with the reft fhall down. 

Som. It fhall be fo ; he Ihall to Britany. 
Come therefore, let's aboutit fpeedily. [Exeunt, 

SCENE VIII. 

Changes to YOKY^. 
Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Haftings, andfoldiers. 
K. £dw. ATO'^i brother Richard^ Hajtings, and the 
i\ reft, Yet 
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Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends ; 

And fays, that once more I (hall enterchange 

My wained ftate {or Henry's regal crown. 

Well have we pafsM, and now^repafsM the fcas; 

And brought defircd help from Burgundy. 

What then remains, we being thus arrived 

From Ravenjpurg^ before the gates of York^ 

But that we enter, as into our Dukedom ? . , 

Glo, The gates made faft ! brother, I like not this. 
For many men, that ftumbleat the threlhold, 
Are well foretold that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw, Tufh ! man, aboadments muft not now 
affright us : 
By fair or foul means we muft enter in. 
For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hajl. My Liege, TU knqck once more to fummofl 
them. 

EnUr^ on the Walls^ the mayor of York and his brethren. 

Mayor, My Lords, we were fore-warned of your 
coming. 
And fiiut the gates for fafety of ourfelves ; 
For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw, But, mafter Mayor, ii Henry be your King, 
et Edward^ at the leaft, is Duke of York, 
Mayor. True, my good Lord, I know you for no 

lefs. 
K. Edw. Why, and I challenge nothing but my 
Dukedom ; 
As being well content with that alone. 

Glo. But when the fox has once g.ot in his nofe. 
He'll foon find means to make the body follow. [Afde. 
Hajt. Why, mafter Mstyor, why ftand you in a 
doubt? 
Open the gates, we are King Henry\ friends. 

Mayor. Ay, fay you fo ? the gates fliall then be 
open'd. \^He defcends. 

Glo. A wife ftout captain, and perfuaded foon! 

1 4 ^0.5.. 
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Haft, The good old man would fain that all were 
weU. 
5o 'twere not long of him; but being enter'dy 
. doubt not, I, but we &all foon perfuade _ 

3oth him and all his brothers unto reafon/ I T^ 

m 

Enter the Mayor^ and two Aldermen. I < 

K. Edw, So, matter Mavor; thefe gates muft not I "^ 

5ut in the night, or in the time of war. 

IVhat, fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ; 

[Takes his keys. 
Por Edward will defend the town and thee, f ^ 

A.nd all thofc friends, that deign to follow me. 

March, Enter Montgomery, with Drum and Soldiers. 

Glo, Brother, this is Sir "John Montgomery, 
Our trufty friend, unlefs I be deceived. 

K. Edw. WeJcame, Sir John; but why come you 

in arms ? 
Mont, To help King Edward in his- time of ftorm, 
As every loyal fubjcd ought to do. 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery : but we now 
forget 
Our title to the crown, and only claim 
Our Dukedom, till God pleafe to fend the reft. 1 

Mont. Then fare you well, for I will hence again; 1 

I came to ferve a King, and not a Duke : 
Drummer, ftrike up, and let us march away. 

[The Drum begins a Marsh. 
K. Edw. Nay, ftay, Sir JcAn, a whiles and we'll 
debate. 
By what fafe means the crown may be recovered. 

Mont. What talk you of debating ? in few words. 
If you'll not here proclaim yourfelf our King, 
I'll leave you to your fortune, and be gone 
To keep them back that come to fuccour you. 
Why mall we fight, if you pretend no title ? 

Gla. 
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Glo. Why, brother, \^hcreforc ftand you on nic^ 

points? 
K. Edw. When we grow ftronger, then we'll make 
our claim : 
Till then, 'tis wifdom to conceal our meaning. 
Hafi, Away with fcrupulous wit, now arms muftrulc. 
Gio. And fearlefs minds climb fooneftunto crowns. 
Brother, we \yill proclaim you out of hand ; 
The bruit thereof will bring you many friends. 

K. Edw, Then be it, as you will ; for 'tis my right ; 
And Henry h\xi ufurps the diadem. 

Mont. Ay, now my Sovereign fpeaketh likehimfelf: 
And now will I be Edward'' s champion. 

Hajl. Sound trumpet, Edward fhall be here pro- 
claimed: 
Come, fellow-foldier, make thou proclamation. 

[Flourijh. 
Sold. Edward the fourth by the grace of God^ King of 
England and France, and Lord of Ireland, fb-c. 

Mont. And whofoe'er gain-fays King Edward's right. 
By this I challenge him to fingle Rght. 

[Throws down his Gauntlet. 
AIL Long live Edward the fourth ! 
K. Edw, Thanks, brave Montgomery; and thanks 
to all. 
if fortune ferve me, I'll requite this kindnefs. - 
Now, for this night, let's harbour here in York: 
And when the morning fun flball raife his car 
Above the border of this horizon, 
We'll forward towards Warwick^ and his mates ; 
For well I wot, that Henry is no foldicr. 
Ah, froward Clarence, evil it bcfeems thee 
To flatte? Henry^ and forfake thy brother ! 
Yet as we may, we'll meet both thee and Warwick. 
Come on, brave foldiers, doubt not of the day : 
And, that once gotten, doubt not of largepay. 

[Exeunt, 

I t ?.C.^^^ 
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SCENE IX. 

Changes again to London. 
Enter King Henry, Warwick, Montague, Clarence, 

Oxford and Somerfet. 
War, X 71 7 HAT counfel, Loxds? Edward from Belgia^ 
. V V With hafty Germans, and blunt Hollanders^ 
Hath pafVd in fafety through the narrow feas : 
And with his troops doth march amain to London;- 
And many giddy people flock to him. 

K. Henry, Let's levy men, and beat him back again. 

Clar. A little fire is quickly trodden out. 
Which, being fufFer'd, rivers cannot quench. 

War. In Warwick/hire 1 have true-hearted friends, 
Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in war, 
Thofe will I mufter up; and thou, fon Clarence^ 
Shalt ftir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 
Xhe knights and gentlemen to come with thee. 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham^ 
Northampton, and in Leicejler/hire^ flialt find 
Men well inclined to hear, what thou command'ft. 
And ihou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov'd, 
In Osjord/hire flialt mufter up thy friends. 
My Sovereign, with the loving citizens, 
(Like to his Ifland girt with th' ocean, 
Or modeft Dian circled with her nymphs,) 
Shall reft in London, 'till we come to him : 
Fair Lords, take leave, and ftand not to reply. 
Farewel, my Sovereign. [hope. 

K. Henry. Farewel, my Hedlor, and my Troy's true 

Gar, In fign of truth, I kifs your highnefs' hand. 

K. Henry, Well-minded Clarence, be thou fortunate! 

Mont, Comfort, my Lord, and fo I take my leaye. 

Oxf. And thus 1 feal my truth, and bid adieu.' 

K. Henry, Sweet Oxford, and my loving Montague,, 
And all at once, once more a happy farewel. 

War, Farewel, fwcet Lords ; let's meet at Coventry, 

[Exeunt. 
K. Henry. 
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K, Henrf, Here at the palace will I rell a while, 
loufin oi Exeter, what thinks your Lordftiip? 
Methinks, the pow'r, that Edward hath in field. 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Exe. The doubt is, that he will feduce the reft. 

K. Henry. That's not my fear, my deedtiath got 
me fame : 
I have not ftopt mine ears to their demands, 
Nor ported off their fuits with flow delays ; 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds. 
My mildnefs hath allay'd their fwelling griefs, 
My mercy dry'd their water-flowing tears. 
I have not been defirous of theirwealth. 
Nor much oppreft theni with great fubfidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err'd. 
Then why fliould they love Edward more than me ? 
No, Exeter^ thefe graces challenge grace : 
And when the lion fawns Upon the lamb, 
The lamb will never ceafe to follow him. 

[Shout within. A Lancafter ! a Laucafter ! 

Exe. Hark, hark, my Lord, what fliouts are thefe ? 

Enter King Edward, and his Soldiers, 

K. Edw. Seize on the fliame-fac'd Henry, bear him 
hence, 

nd once again proclaim us King oE England. 

bu are the fount, that make fraall brooks to flow; 

ow flops thy fpring, my fea fliall fuck them dry, 
And fwell fo much the higher, by their ebb. 
Hence with him to the Tower, let him not fpeak. 

[Ex. with King Henry. 

nd. Lords, to Coventry bend we our courfe, 

Hiere peremptory Warwick now remains. 
_ he fun fliines hot ; and if we ufe delay, 

old biting winter mars oui hopM-for hay. 

Glo. Away betimes, before his forces join ; 

nd lake the great-grown traitor unawares: 

rave warriors^fnarch amain towards Coventry. [Exeunt. 
1 6 KCx-^ 
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ACT V. SCENE I. 

Before the Town ^Coventry. 

Enter Warwick, the Mayor of Coventry, two Meffen- 
gers and others, upon the walls. 

Warwick. 

WHERE is the Poft, that came from valiant 
Qxford? 
How far hence is thy Lord, mine honeft fellow ? 

1 Mef By this at Dunfmore, marching hither-ward* 
War, How far off is our brother Montague? 

Where is the Poft, that came horn Montague ? 

2 Mef By this at Daintry, with a puiffant troop. 

Enter Somcrvile. 

Wlar. Say, Somervile, what fays my loving fon ? 
And by thy guefs how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Somerv, At Southam I did leave him with his forces. 
And do expeft him here fome two hours hence. 
War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 
Somerv, It is not his, my Lord : here Southam lies : 
The drum, your Honour hears, marcheth fromTViar- 
wic^. ^ 
War. Who fbould that be? belike, unlook'd-for 

friends. 
Somerv, They are at hand, and you (hall quickly 
know. 

March, Ilourifh, Enter King Y.d.\sdiX A, Gloxxct^tr, and 
Soldiers, 

K. Edw, Go, trumpet, to the walls, and found a 

parle. 
Glo, See, how the furly Warwick mans the wall. 
War, Oh, unhid fpight I is fportful Edward come ? 
Where flept our fcouts, or how arc they feduc'd. 

That 
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That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

K. Edw. Now, Warwick^ wilt thou ope the city-gates. 
Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee, 
Call Edward King, and at his hands beg mercy ? 
And he fhall pardon thee thefe outrages. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces hence, 
Confefs who fet thee up and pluck'd thee down. 
Call Warwick patron, and be penitent ? 
And thou (halt ftill remain the Duke of York. 

Glo. I thought, at leaft, he would have faid the 
King; 
Or did he make Ihe jeft againft his will? 

War. Is not a Dukedom, Sir, a good gift ? 

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor Earl to give: 
rU do thee fervice for fo good a gift. 

War. 'Twas I, that gave the Kingdom to thy bro- 
ther. 

K. Edw. Why, then 'tis mine, if but by Warwick^s 

gift. 
.War. Thou art no Atlas for fo great a weight: 
And, Weakling, Warwick takes his gift again; 
And Henry is my King, Warwick his fubjed.^ 

K. Edw, But Warwick's King is Edward^ prifoner: 
And, gallant Warwick, do but anfwer this, 
"What is the body when the head is oiF? 

Glo, Alas ! that Warwick had no kiore fore-caft. 
But while he thought to ftea4 the fingle ten. 
The King was flily fingered from the Deck: 
You left poor Henry at the Bifhop's palace. 
And, ten to one, you'll meet him in the Tower. 

K. Edw. 'Tis even fo ; yet you are Warwick ftill. 

Glo. Come, Warwick.^ take the time, kneel down, 
kneel down : 
Nay, when? ftrike now, or elfe the iron cools. 

War. I'd rather chop this hand off at a blow. 
And with the other fling it at thy face. 
Than bear fo low a fail, to ftrike to thee. 

K. Edw. Sail, how thou can'ft ; have wind and tide 
thy friend ; 'W\'*, 



I 



I 



1 8a The Third Part of King Hen rt VI. 

This hand, faft wound about thy coal-black hair. 
Shall, while thy "head is warm and new cut off. 
Write in the duft this fentence with thy blood; 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more, 

s c E N £ II. 

Enter Oxford, with drums and colours. 

War, /^ Ghearful colours ! fee, where Oxford comtsl 
KJ Oxf Oxford! Oxford: ior Lancapr I 

Glo, The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Edw, So other foes may fet upon our backs. 
Stand we in good array; for they, no doubt. 
Will iffue out again and bid us iJattle : 
If not, the city being of fmall defence, 
We'll quickly rouze the traitors in the fame. 

War. O, welcome, Oxford! for we want thy help. 

Enter Montague, with drum and colours, 

Mont, Montague! Montague! for Lancajler ! 

Glo, Thou,, and thy brother both, fiiall buy this 
treafon 
Ev'n with the deareft blood your bodies bear. 

K. Edw, The harder matched, the greater vidory : 
My mind prefageth happy gain and conqueft. 

Enter Somerfet, with drum and colours, 

Som, Somerfet! Somerfet! for Lancajler ! 

Glo, Two of thy name, both Dukes of Somerfet^ 
Have fold their lives unto the houfe of York, 
And thou Ihalt be the third, if this fword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with drum and colours. 

War, And lo ! where George of Clarence fweeps along. 
Offeree enough to bid his brother battle: 
With whom an upright zeal to right prevail 
More than the nature of a brothers love. 
Come, CVar^nr^/come ; thou wilt, if Warwick call. — 
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[i4 Farley is founded ; Richard and Clarence whifper 
together; and then Clarence takes his red rofe out of 
his hat, and throws it at Warwick.] 

C/ar.FatherofWani;iVA, know you what this means? 
Look, here, I throw my infamy at xhee : 
I will not ruinate my father's houfe. 
Who gave his blood to lime the ftodes together, 
And fet up Lancajier. Why, trow'ft thou, Warwick^ 
That Clarence is fo harfh, fo blunt, unnatural, 
To bend the fatal inftruments of war 
Againft his brother, and his lawful King ? 
Perhaps, thou wilt objed ray holy oath: 
To keep that oath were more impiety, 
Than Jepthak^s^ when he facrific'd his daughter. 
I am fo forry for my trefpafs made, 
That, to deferve well at my brother's hand«, 
I here. proclaim myfelf thy mortal foe : 
With refolution, wherefoe'er I meet thee, 
(As I will meet thee, if thou ftir abroad,) 
To plague thee for thy foul mif-leading me. 
And fo, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee. 
And to my brother turn my blufliing cheeks. 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends : 
And, Richard, do not frown upon my faults ; 
For I will henceforth be no more unconftant. [lov'd, 

K. EdtJ, Now welcome more, and ten times morebe- 
Than if thou ne\ncr hadft deferv'd our hate. 

Glo. Welcome, good Clarence, this is trother-like. 

War. O paffing traitor, perjur'd and unjuft! 

K. Edw, What, Warwick, wilt thou leave the town 
and fight? 
Or ftiall we beat the ftones about thine ears ? 

War, Alas, I am not coop'd here for defence : ^ 
I will away towards Bar net prefently. 
And bid thee battle, Edward, if thou darft. [way: 

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick^ Edward dares, and leads the 
Lords, to the field; St. George and vidory ! [Exeunt. 
March, Warwick and his Company follow. 
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SCENE III. 

' A Field of Battle near Barnet. ^ 

Alarum and Excu,rJions, Enter Edward, bringing forth 

Warwick wounded. 
K. Edw. QO,' lie thou there: die thou, and die 

•3 our Fear; 

For Warwick was a bug, that fcar'd us all. 
Now, Montague^ fit faft, I feek for thee ; 
That Warwick''s bones may keep thine company . [£xjV. 
War, Ah, who is nigh ? come to me, friend, or foe. 
And tell me, who is vidor, York, or Warwick? 
Why afk I that ? my mangled body (hews. 
My blopd, my want of ftrength, my fick heart flicws, 
That 1 muft yield my body to the earth, 
And, Jjy my Fall, the Gonqueft to my foe^ 
Thus yields the Cedar to the ax's edge, 
Whofe arms gave flielter to the princely eagle; 
Under whofe (hade the ramping lion flept, 
Whofe top branch over-peer'd Jove^s fpreading tree. 
And kept low fhrubs from winter's powerful wind, 
Thefe eyes, that now are dim*d with death's black 

veil, 
Have been as piercing as the mid-day Sun, 
To fearch the fecret treafons of the world. 
-The wrinkles in my brow, now filFd with blood, 
Were lik'ned oft to kingly fepulchres : 
For who liv'd King, but I could dig his grave? 
And who durft fmile, when Warwick bent his brow ? 
Lo ! now my glory fmear'd in duft and blood, 
My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 
Ev'n now forfake me ; and of all my lands 
Is nothing left me, but my body's length. 
Why, what is pomp, rule, reign, but earth and duft? 
And live we how we can, yet die we muft. 

Enter 
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Enter Oxford and Somerfet. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick, weft thou as we arc. 
We might recover all our lofs again: 
The Queen from France hath brought a puiffant Pow'r : 
Ev'n now we heard the news: ah, could'ft thou fly ! 
War. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, Montague^ 
If thou be there^ fweet brother, take my hand, 
And with thy lips keep in my foul a while. 
Thou lov'ft me not; for, brother, if thou didft, 
Thy tears would wafli this cold congealed blood, 
bat glews my lips, and will not let me fpeak. 
Dme quickly, Montague^ or I aha dead. 
Som. Ah, Warwick^ Montague hath breath'd his laft, 
nd to the lateft gafp cry'd out for Warwick : 
nd faid. Commend me to my valiant brother, 
ad more he would have faid, and more he fpoke, 
hich founded like a clamour in a vault, 
lat might not be diftinguifli'd ; but at lafl: 
ell might hear delivered with a groan, 

farewel, Wianw/c^/ 

War, Sweetly reft his foul I 
7, lords, and fave yourfelves ; for Warwick bids 
u all farewel^ to meet again in heaven. [Dies, 

Oxf» Away, away, to meet the Queen's great power. 
[They bear away his Body^ and Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Changes to another Part of the Field. 

Flourijh. Enter King Edward in triumph; with' 
Glouccfter, Clarence, and the rejt, 

. Edw» nr^HUS far our fortune keeps an upward 

JL courfe, 

nd we are grac'd with wreaths of viftory. 
it, in the midft of this bright-fliining day, 
fpy a black, fufpicious, threatening cloud. 
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That \^ill encounter with our glorious Sun, 
Ere he attain his eaf^ful weftern bed : 
I mean, my lords, thofe Powers, that the Queen, 
hath raised in Gallia, have arrivM our Coaft, 
And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar, A little gale will foon difperfe that cloud. 
And blow it to the fource from whence it came. 
Thy very beams will dry thofe vapours up ; 
For every cloud engenders not a ftorra. 

Glo, The Queen is valued thirty thoufand flrong^ 
And Somerfet, with Oxford^ fled to her. 
If fhe hath time to breathe, be well affur'd, 
Her fadion will be full as ftrong as ours. 

K. Edw. We have advertis'd by our loving friends, 
That they do hold iheir courfe towVd Tewkjhurj. 
We having now the beft at Barmt fieJd, 
Will thiiher (Iraight ; for willingnefs rids way : 
And as we march, our ftrength will be augincntcd 
In every country as we go along : 
Strike up the Drum, cry, courage! and away. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to Tewkfbury. 

March, Enter the Queen, Prince of Wales, Somerfct, 
Oxford, and Soldiers, 

Queen, /^ R E A T lords, wife men ne'er fit and wail 

VX their lofs, 

But cheerly feek how to redrefs their harms. 
What though the maft be now blown over-board. 
The cable broke, the holding-anchor loll, 
And half our failors fwallow'd in the flood? 
Yet lives our Pilot ftill. Is't meet, that he 
Should leave the helm, and, like a fearful lad, 
With tear-ful eyes add water to the fea; 
And give more ftrength to That which hath too much ? 
While in his moan the fliip fplits on the rock. 

Which 
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f v/hich induftry and courage might have fav'd? 
t Ah, what a fhame ! ah, what a fault were this I 
I Say, Wiani;?^^ was our anchor ; what of that? 
I And Montague OUT top-mdiR.', what of him? 

Gur flaughter'd friends, the tackle; what of thefe? 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor? 
And Somerfet another goodly maft? 
The friends oi France our fhrouds and tacklings ftill? 
And though unfkilful, why not Ned and I 
For once allow'd the fkilful pilot's charge? 
We will not from the helm to fit and weep. 
But keep our courfe (though the rough wind fay, no,) 
From fhelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck: 
As good to chide the waves, as fpcak them fair, 
ind what is Edward^ but a ruthlefs fea? 
/bat Clarence^ but a quick-fand of deceit? 
nd Richard^ but a ragged fatal rock ? 
I thefe, the eneftiies to our poor Bark. 
^, you can fwim ; alas, 'tis but a while ; 
read on the fand; why, there you quickly fink : 
rftride the rock ; the tide will walh you oflf, 
r elfe you familh, that's a three-fold death, 
lis fpeak I, lords, to let you underftand, 
cafe fome one of you would fly from us, 
at there's no hop'd-for mercy with the brothers, 
)re than with ruthlefs waves, with fands, and 

rocks, 
hy, courage, then I what cannot be avoided, 
were cbildifli weaknefsto lament, or fear. 
Prince, Methinks, a woman of this valiant fpirit 
hould, if a coward heard her fpeak thefe words, 
Infufe his breaft with magnatiimity, 
^.nd make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 

fpeak not this, as doubting any here : ' " 
For did I butfufpe<l a fearful man, 
- He fhould have leave to go away betimes ; 
Left, in our Need, he might infeft another, 
And make him of like fpirit to himfelf. 

^\ 
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Ifanyfuch be here, (as, God forbid !) 
Let him depart before we need his help. 

Oxf, Women and children of fo high a courage! 
And warriors faint ! why, 'twere perpetual fliame. 
Oh, brave young Prince ! thy famous Grandfather 
Doth live again in thee; long may'ft thou live, 
To bear his image, and renew his glories ! 

Som, And he, that will not fight for fuch a hope. 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day. 
If he arife, be mock'd and wonder d at. 

(^u^en. Thanks, gentle Somerfet ; [wett Oxford^ thanks. 

Frince, And tak*e his thanks, that yet hath nothing 
elfe. 

Enter a Mejfenger, 

Mejf. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight ; therefore be refolute. 

0^/. I thought no lefs ; it is his policy, 
To hafte thus faft to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he's deceived ; we are in readinefs. 

Queen. This cheers my heart, to fee your for- 
wardnefs. 

Ox/. Here pitch our battle, hence we will not budge. 

SCENE VI. 

Match. Enter King Edward, Glouceftcr, Clarence. 
and Soldiers. 

K. Erfa;. T>RAVE followers, yonder ftands the 

JD thorny wood, 

Which, by the heav'n's afliftance and yourflrength, 
Muft by the roots be hewn up yet ere night. 
I need not add more fu^l to your fire, 
(For, well I wot, ye blaze,) to burn them out : 
Give fignal to the fight, and to it, lords. 

Queen. Lards, Knights, and Gentlemen, what I 
fliould fay. 
My tears gain-fay ; for every word I fpeak, 

Yc 
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^ f Yc fee, I drink the water of my eye : 
I Therefore no more but this ; Henry, your Sovereign, 
J 1$ prifoner to the foe,* his State ufurp'd, 
|] His" Realm a flaughter-houfe, his fubj efts flain, 
jf His Statutes cancell'd, and his Treafure fpent : 
* nd yonder is the wolf, that makes this fpoil. 
ou fight in juftice: then, in God's name, lords, 
2 valiant, and give fignal to the battle. 

Alarm. Retreat. Excurfions, Both Parties go out, 

le-Enter King Edward, Gloucefter, Clarence, 6-^. 
The Queen^ Oxford, and Somerfet, Frifoners. 
K.. Edw, Now here's a period of tumultuous broils, 
vay with Oxford to Hamm^j-caftle ftraight : 
r Somerfet^ off with his guilty head. 
, bear them hence ; I will not he^r them fpeak, 
Ixf For my part, I'll not trouble thee with words. 
'om. Nor I, but (loop with patience to my fortune. - 

^ [Exeunt, 

^een. So part we fadly in this troublous world, 
meet with joy in (v/ttt Jeriifalem. 
., Edw, Is Proclamation made, that who finds 

Edward^ 
11 have a high reward, and he his life? 
'0, It is, and, lo I where youihiul Edward comes. 

Enter the Prince of Wales 

. Edw. Bring forth the Gallant, let us hear him 

fpeak. 
•at ? can fo young a thorn begin to prick ? 
lard^ what fatisfaflion canft thou make, 

bearing arms, for ftirring up my Subjefts, 
dall the trouble thou haft turn'd me to? 
^ince. Speaklikfi^a Subjeft, proud ambitious York. 
ppofe, that I am now my father's mouth ; 
fign thy Chair; and, where I ftand, kneel thou, 
lilft I purpofe the felf-fame words to thee, 
licb, Traitor, thou wouldft have me anfwer to. 
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Queen. Ah ! that thy father had been fo refolv'd ! 
Glo, That thou might ftill have worn the petticoat, 
And ne'er have ftoH'n the breech from Lancajler. 

Prince. Let j£fop fable in a winter's night, 
His currifti riddles fort not with this place. 

Glo, By heav n, Brat, Til plague ye for that word. 
Queen. Ay. thou waft born to be a plague to men. 
Glo. For God's fake, take away this captive fcold. 
Frince. Nay, take away this fcolding crook-back 

rather. 
K. Edw. Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your 

tongue; 
Clar. Untutor'd lad, thou art too malapert. 
Brince. I know my duty, you're undutiful : 
Lafcivious Edward^ and thou perjur'd George^ 
And thou mif-fhapen Dick, 1 tell ye all, 
I am your Better, Traitors as ye are : 
And thou ufurp'ftmy Father's Right and mine. 
Glo. Take that, thou likcnefa of a railer here. 

[Stabs him. 
K. Edw, And take thou that, to end thy agony. 

[Edwzrd Jiabs him. 
• Clar. And there's for twitting me with perjury. 

[Glarence^^a^j him. 
Queen. Oh, kill me too ! 

Glo, Marry, and ftialL [Offers to kill her. 

K. Edw. Hold, Richard^ hold; for we have done 

too much. 
Glo. Why ftiould flie live, to fill the world with 

words? 
K. Edw. What ? doth fhe fwoon ? ufe means for her 

recov'ry. 
Glo. Clarence excufe me to the King ray brother; 
I'll hence to London on a ferious isatter. 
Ere ye come there, be fure to hear fome news. 
Clar. What? what? 

Glo. The Tower^ man, the Tower! Til root 'em 

out. [Exit. 

Queen. 
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hteen. Oh.T^ed, {weetNed ! fpeak to thy mother, Boy. 

ttft^hou not fpeak? O traitors, murderers ! 

ey, that ftabb'd Cte/ar, (hed no blood at all ; 

d not olFend. and were not worthy blame, 
If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 
He was a man; this (in refped) a child ; 

iAnd men ne'*er fpend their fury on a child. 
What's worfe than murderer, that I my name it ? 
No, no, my heart will burft, and if I fpeak 
\nd I will fpeak, that fo my heart may burft. 
utchers and villains, bloody canibals, 
ow fweet a plant have you untimely cropt! 
ou have no children. Butchers; if you had, 
I' The thought of them would have ftirrd up remorfe ; 
ut if you ever chance to have a child, 
_ook in his youth to have him fo cu^ off; 
y As,Deathfmen ! you have rid this fweet young Prince, 
1 K. Edw. Away with her, go bear her hence by force. 
M Queen, Nay, never bear me hence, difpaich me here ; 
I \ Here (heath thy fword. Til pardon thee my death : 
IrAA^hat ? .wilt thou not? then, Clarence, do it thou. 
Clar. By heav'n, I will not do thee fo much eafc. 
Queen, Good Clarence, do; fweet Clarence^ do thou 
do it ? 

IClar. Didft thou not hear me fwcar, I would not do 
it? 
Queen. Ay, but thou ufeft to forfwear rhyfelf: 
vas fin before, but now 'tis charity, 
hat, wilt thou not? where is that Devil's butcher, 
hard ? hard-favour'd Richard, where art thou ? 
lou art not here : Murder is thy Alms-deed, 
ititioner for blood thou ne'er put'ft back. 
K. Edw. Away, I fay ; I charge ye, bear her hence. 
Queen. So come to you and yours, as to this Prince ! 

[E^it Queen. 
K. Edw, Where's Richard gone ? 
Clar. To London all in poll ; and, as guefs, 
• make a bloody fupper in the Tower, 
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K. Edw. He's fudden, if a thing comes in the hea?l. 
Now march we hence, difcharge the common Cort 
With pay and thanks, and let's away to London; 
And fee our gentle Queen, how well (he fares ; 
By this, I hope, {he hath a fon for me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Tomer o/* London. 

Enter King Henry, and Gloucefter, with the Lieutenant 

on the Tower Walls. 
Glo, £^ O O D day, my lord ; what ! at your book 
Vjr fohard? 
K. Henry. Ay, my good lord; my lord, I fhould 
fay rather ; 
'Tis fin to flatter, good was little belter: 
Good Glo^Jler^ and good devil, were alike. 
And both prepoft'rous ; therefore, not good lord. 
Glo. Sir, leave us to ourfelves, we muft confer. 

[pxit Lieutenant. 
K. Henry. So flies the ^reaklefs fliepherd from the 
wolf. 
So firft the harmlefs flock doth yield his fleece. 
And next his throat, unto the butcher's knife. 
"Wh^t fcene of death hath Richard now t6 aft ? 

Glo. Sufpicion always haunts the guilty mind; 
The thief doth fear each bufli an officer. 

K. Henry. The bird that hath been limed in a bufli. 
With trembling wings mif-doubteth ev'ry bulh ; 
And I, the haplefs male to one fweet bird-, 
Have now Xhe fatal objed in my eye, 
Where my poor young was lim'd, was caught, and 
kiird. 
Glo. Why, what a peevifli fool was that of Crete^ 
That taught his fon the office of a fowl ? 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown'd. 

K. Henry. I, Dedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ; 
Thy father, Minos that deny'd our courfe ; 

The > 
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I The Sun, that fearM the wings of my fweet boy, 
Thy brother Edward; and thyfelf, the fea, 
Whofe envious gulph did fwallow up his life. 
Ah, kill me with thy weapon, not with words ; 
My breaft can better brook thy dagger's point, 
Than can my ears that tragic hiftory. 
But wherefore doft thou come? Is't for my life ? 

GU, Think'ftthou, I am an executioner? 

K. Henry, A perfecutor, I am fure, thou art ; 
If murdVing innocents be executing, 
Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Glo, Thy fon I kill'd for his prefamptlon. 

K, Henry, Hadft thou been kill'd, when firft thou 
didft prefume, 
Thou had'ft not liv'd to kill a fon of mine. 
And thus I prophefy, that many a thoufand, 
. Which now miftruf^no paicel of my fear, 
Antl many an old man's figh, and many a widow's^ 
And many an orphan's water-ftanding eye, 
(Men for their fons, wives for their huibands' fate, 
And orphans for their parents' timelefs death,) 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou waft born. 
The owl (hriek'd at thy birth, an evil fign ; 
The night-crow cry'd, a boding lucklefs Tune; 
Dogs howPd, and hideous tempeft fhook down trees; 
The raven croak'd hoarfe on the chimney's top. 
And chattering pyes in difmal difcords fung: 
Thy mother felt more than a mother's pain, 
And yet brought forth lefs than a mother's hope. 
To wit, an indigelled deform'd lump. 
Not like the fruit of fuch a goodly tree. 
Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft born. 
To fignify, thou cam'ft to bite the world: 
And, if the reft be ixyxt which I have heard. 
Thou cam'ft into the World with thy Legs forw^ard, 

Glo, I'll hear no more: die Prophet in thy fpeech; 

[Stabs him. 
For this, among,ft the reft, w^as I ordain'd. 

Vol. VI. . K Yw, Utux^ 
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K. Henry. Ay, and for mucTi more Daughter after 
this 

God ! forgive my fins, and pardon thee. [Dies, 
Glo. What! will th' afpiring blood o( Lancafter 

Sink in the ground? I thought, itwould have mounted. 
See, how my fword weeps for the poor King's death! 

0, may fuch purple tears be always flied. 
From thofe who wifli the Downfal of ourHoufe. 
If any fpark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, down to hell, and fay, I fent thee thither: 

[Stabs him again* 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. 

Indeed, 'tis true, that Henry told me of: 
For I have often heard my mother fay, 

1 came into the world with my legs forward. 
'Had I not reafon, think ye, to make hafte. 

And feek their ruin that «furp'd our right? 

The midwife wonder'd, and the women cry'd, 

O, Jefus blefs us, he is born with teeth ! 

And fo I was ; which plainly fignify'd 

That I fhould fnarle, and bite, and play the dog: 

Then, fince the heav'ns have fiiap'd my body fo. 

Let hell make crook'd my mind, to anfwcr it. 

I had no father, I am like no father. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother; 

And this word L(we^ which grey-beards call divine. 

Be refident in men like one another, 

And not in me: I am myfelf alone. 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep'ft me from the light ; 
But I will fort a pitchy day for thee : 
For I will buz abroad fuch Prophecies, 
Th2it Edward ihzW be fearful of his life. 
And then to purge his fear, Fll be thy death. 
King Henry, and the Prince his fon^ are gone ; 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the reft; 
Counting myfeU but bad, till 1 be beft. 
ril throw thy body in another room ; 
And triumnh, Henry! in the day of doom.l [Exit. 

SCENE 
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S C E N E VIIL 

The Palace m L ON D O N. 

Enter King Edward, Queen, Clarence, Glouceftex, 
Haftings, Nurfe and Attendants, 

K. Edw, /^N G E wfiotc we fit on England's voy^ 

kJ Tkrone, 
Re-purchas'd with the blood of enemies : 
"What valiant foe-men, like to autumn's corn. 
Have we mpw'd down in top of all their pride ? 
Three Dukes q{ Somerfet, threefold renowned 
For bardy and undoubted champions : 
Two* Cliffords, as the father and the fon 5 
And two Northumierlands ; two braver men 
Ne'er fpurr'd their Courfers at the trurapiet's found. 
With them the two brave bears, Warwick and M(?n- 

tague,- 
That in their chains fetterM the kingly Lion, 
And made the foreft tremble when they rpaf'd. * 
Thus have we fwept Sufpicion from our Seat, 
And made our footftool of Security. 
Come hither, Befs, and let me kifs my bpy ;, 
Young Xed, for thee, thine Uncles and myfelf 
Have in our armours watch'd the winter-night; 
Went all a-foot in fummer's fcalding heat ; 
That* thou might'ft repoffefs the Crown in peace; 
And of our labours thou fhalt reap the gain. 
G/o. ril blaft his harveft, if your head were^ 

laid, 
For yet I am not look'd on in the world, 
This (houlder was ordain'dfo thick, to heave; ^ Afide, 
And heave it fliall fome weight, or breaik my j 

back ; I 

Work thou the way, and that ftiall execute. J 

K. Edw, Clarence and Glo'Jter, love my lovely 

Queen; 
And kifs your princely Nephew, Brothers both. 

K 2 Q\av , 
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Clar, The duty, that I owe your Majefty, 
I feal upon the lips of this fweet Babe. 

Queen. Thanks, noble Clarence; worthy brother, 

thanks. 
Glo, And that I love the tree, from whence thou 
fprang'ft, 

Witnefs the loving kifs I give the fruit.* 

To fay the truth, fo Jt^aj kifs'd his mailer; ) 
And cry'd, all hail .' when as he meant all / AJide, 
harm. ^ 

K. Edw, Now am I feated as my foul delights. 
Having my Country's Peace and Brothers' Loves. 
Clar, What will your Grace have done with Mar* 
garet? 
Reignier her father to the King o£ France 
Hath pawn'd the Sicils and Jerufalem; 
And hither have they fent k for her ranfom. 

K. Edw, Away with her, and waft her hence to 
France, 
And now what refts but that we fpend the time 
With ftately Triumphs, mirthful Comic Shows, 
Such as befit the pleafure of the Court ? 
Sound, drums and trumpets ; farewel, four Annoy! 
For here, I hope, begins our lafting Joy. 

[Exeunt omnes. 



THE 



*^$>*<>*4*'<$>'*<4>**4>*4>*4>'*4>^4>* 



THE 



LIFE and DEATH 



O F 



RICHARD III. 



•*-<>*<<;>*4>'*<<»>*<>*4**4>*4>*'<^^^ 



K3 Dra- 



Dramatis Perfonae. 

X/.VG Edward ly. 

Edvfatii Frince of \V2l\cs, afUrtuards J 

Edward V. [ Sons to Edward IV. 

Richard, Duke of York, ) 

George Duke 0/ Clarence, Brother to Edward IV. 
Richard, Duke of Glouccfter, Brother to Edward IV, ajltrtoards King 

Richard III. 
Cardinal, Archbijhop o/York, 
Duke 0/ Buckingham. 
DttA^o/ Norfolk. 

Earl of Surrey, .' ] 

Marqutfs of Dorfct, Son to Queen Elizabeth. 
Earl Rivers, Brother to the Queen, 
Lord Gray, Son to Queen Elizabeth. 
Earl 0/" Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII. 
Bi/kopofily. 
Lord Haftings. 
Sir Thorn a s Vaugh an. 
Sir Richard Raicliff, 1 

LordJj^vd, . \ Friends to the Dukt o/Gloucefter, 

Cat<;fby, ) 

Sir-j)hnti Tyrrel, a Villain. 
Thomas, Lord Stanley, Lord StetuM of K, Edward IVth'8 Houfehold^ 

afterwards Earl of Dtthy* 
Earl of Oxford, \ ' 

Herbert / ^^^^^^^M ^^. ^^^^ ^/ R'ichmond* 

5; r William Brandon, ) - » 

Brakenbury, Lieutenant of the Toyrer. 

Two Children oj tke Duke of ClzTtnce, 

Lord Mayor, 

Sir Chriftopher Urfwick, a PrieJ, 

Elizabeth, Queen of Edward IV. . • 

Qu^^n Margaret, m£^oti/ q/" Henry VI. 

Anne, Widow of Edward Prince of Wales, Son to Henry VI. afterwards 

married to the Duke of Glouceftcr. 
Dutcheft of York, Mother /<? Edward IV, Clarence, anrf Richard III. 

Sherijf, Purfuivant, Citizens^ Ghojs of tho/e murder d by Richard III. 
with Soldiers, and other Attendants, 

Xhe SCENE, in England 

THE 
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A C T I. S C E N E I. 

The C U R r. 

Enter Richard Duke of GlouccHerfolus. 

NO W is the winter of our Difcontent 
Made glorious Summer by this Sun of York ; 
And all the clouds, that lowr'd upon our Houfe, 
In the deep bofom of the Ocean bury'd. 
Now are our brows bound with viftorious wreaths, 
Our bruifed arras hung up for monuments; 
Oar ftern Alarms chang'd to merry meetings : 
Our dreadful Marches to delightful meafures. 
Grim-vifag'd War hath fmooth'd his wrinkled front; 
And now, inftead of mounting barbed fteeds 
To fright the fouls of fearful adverfaries. 
He capers nimbly in a lady's chamber, 
To the lafcivious pleafing of a lute. 
But I, that am not fhap'd for fportive tricks, , 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glafs, — 
I, that am rudely ftampt, and want love's majefty, 
To ftrut before a wanton, ambling Nymph ; 
I, that am curtaiFdof this fair proportion, 
Cheated of feature by diffembling nature, 
Deform'd, unfinifh'd, fent before my time 
Into this breathing world, fcarce half made up ; 
And that fo lamely and unfafhionably, 
That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them: 
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Why I, (in this weak piping time of peace) 
Have no delight to pafs away' the time ; 
Unlefs to fpy my fhadow in the Sun, 
And defcant on mine own deformity. 
And therefore, fince I cannot prave a lover, 
To entertain thefe fair well-fpoken days, 
I am determined to prove a villain. 
And hate the idle pleafures of thefe days. 
Plots have I laid, indudions dangerous. 
By drunken prophefies, libels, and dreams. 
To fet my brother Clarence and the King 
In deadly hate, the one againft the other: 
And, if King Edward be as true and juft, 
As I am fubtle, falfe and treacherous, 
This day (hould Clarence clofcly be mew'd up ; 
About a Prophcfy, wjiich fays, that G 
Of Edward's Heirs the Murderer (hall be. 
Dive, thoughts, down to ray foul ! here Clarcnct 
comes. 

En'er Clarence guarded^ <2ni Brakenbury. 

Brother, good day ; what means this armed Guard, 
That waits upon your Grace ? 

Clar. His Majeliy, 
Tendering my perfon's fafety, hath appointed 
This condud to convey me to the Tower. 

GlO, Upon what caufe ? 

Clar, Becaufc my name is George. 

Glo. Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours: 
He fhould for That commit your godfathers. 
Belike, his Majefty hath fome intent, 
That you (hould be new chriftened in the Tower. 
But what's the matter Clarence^ may I know? 

Clar. Yea, Richard^ when 1 know; for, I proteft. 
As yet I do not; but as I can learn. 
He hearkens after Prophefies and Dreams, 
And from the crofs-row plucks the letter G; 

And 
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And fays, a wizard told him, that by G 
His IfTue difinherited ihould be. 
And, for my name of Gtorge begins with G, 
It follows in his thought, that I am he. 
Thefc, as I learn, and fuch like toys as thefe. 
Have mov^d his Highnefs to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul'd by women. 
'Tis not the KLing, that fends you to the Tower f 
My lady Gray his wife, Clarence^ 'tis flie. 
That tempts him to this harfh extremity. 
Was it not (he, and that good man of worlhip, 
Anthony Woodvil her brother there. 
That made him fend lord Hajlings to the Tower} 
From whence this day he is delivered. 
We are not fafe; Clarence^ we are not fafe. 

Clar. 6y heav'n, I think, there is no man fecure 
But the Queen's kindred, and night-walking heralds. 
That trudge between the King and miftrcfs Shore^ 
Heard you not, what an humble fuppliant 
Lord Hajlings was to her for his delivery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her Deity, 
Got my lord Chamberlain his liberty, 
ril tell you what ; — I think, it is our way. 
If we will keep in favour with the King, 
To be her men, and wear her livery: 
The jealous overworn widow, and herfelf. 
Since that our Brother dubb'd them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty goffips in this Monarchy. 

Brak, I beg your Graces both to pardon me : 
His Majelly has Rraitly giv'n in charge. 
That no man fhall have private conference. 
Of what degree foever, with your brother, 

Glo. Ev'n fo, an't pleafe your worfliip, Brakenhuryl 
You may partake of any thing we fay : 

We fpeak no treafon, man^ we fay, the King 

Is wife and virtuous ; and his noble Queen 

Wellffrook in years; fair, and not jealous 

We fay, that 5/7ar«'s wife hath a pretty foot, 
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A cherry lip, a pafling pleafing tongue : 

Tliat the Queen's kindred are made gentle-folk : 

How fay you. Sit? can you deny all this ? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myfelf have nought to do. 

G/t?. What, fellow? nought to do with miftreft 
Shore ? 
•I tell you. Sir, he that doth naught with her. 
Excepting one, were heft to do it fecrctly. 

Brak, What one, my lord? 

G(o. Her hufband, knave — would'ft thou betray me? 

Brak. I do befeech your Grace to pardon me. 
And to forbear your confrence with the Duke. 

Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbury^ and will 
obey. 

G/o. We are the Queen s abjefts,'*and muft obey. 
Brother, farewel ; I will unto the King, 
And whatfoe'er you will employ me in, 
(Were it to call King Edward's widow fifter) 
I will perform it to infranchife you. 
Mean time, this deep difgrace of brotherhood 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar, I know it pleafeth neither of us well. 

Glo, Well, your imprifonment ftiall not be long, 
I wilLdeliver you, or elfe lie for you: 
Mean time have patience. 

Clar, 1 muft perforce ; farewel. [Exe. Brak. Clar. 

Glo, Go, tread the path, that thou ftialt ne'er return : 

Simple, plain Clarence! 1 do love thee fo. 

That I will fhortly fend, thy foul to heav'n. 
If heav'n will take the Prefent at our handi. 
But who comes here ? the new-delivered Hajlings? 

Enter Lord Haftings, 

Haji, Good time of day unto my gracious lord. 

Glo. As much unto my good lord Chamberlain : 
Well are you welcome to the open air. 
Ho,w hath your lordflaip brook'd imprifonment? 

Haji, With patience, noble lord, as pris'ners muft: 

But 
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But I (hall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 
That were the caufe of my imprifonment. 

' Glo. No doubt, no doubt ; and fo (hall Clarence too ; 
For they, that were your enemies, are his, 
And have prevailed as much on him as you. 

Haft, More pity, that the Eagle fliould be mew'd, 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo, What news abroad ? 

Hajl. No news fo bad abroad, as this at home : 
The King is fickly, weak and melancholy. 
And his PhyQcians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by St. Faul, that news is bad, indeed. 
O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 
And over-much confum'd his royal perfon : 
Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 
Where is he, in his bed ? 

Haft. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

[£xf/ Haftings. 
He cannot live, I hope; and muft not die, 
'Till George be pack'd with poft-horfe up to heav'n. 
I'll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence^ 
With Lies well fteerd with weighty arguments ; 
And if I fail not in my deep intent, 
Clarence hath not another day to live : 
Which done, God take King Edward to his mercy ; 
And leave the world for me to buftle in ! 
For then, FH marry Warwick's youngeft daughter: 
What though I kill'd her hufband, and her father? 
The readieft way to make the wench amends, 
Is to become her hufband and her father: 
The which will 1, not all fo much for love. 
As for another fecret clofe intent. 
By marrying her, which I muft reach unto. 
But yet I run before my horfe to market : 
Clarence ftill breathes, Edward fiill lives and reigns; 
When they are gone, then muft I count my Gains. 

lExr 
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S G E N E II. 

Changes to a Street. 

Enter the Coarfe of Henry the Sixth, with Halberds to 
guard it, Lady Anne being the mourner, 

Anne, QET down, (et down your honourable loadt 

O If honourmay be fhrouded in a herfe; 
Whilft I awhile obfcquioufly lament 
Th' untin>ely Fall of virtuous Lancajier! 
Poor key-cold figure of a holy King ! 
Pale afbes of the Houfe of Laneajterl 
Thou bloodlefs remnant of that royal blood ! 
Be't lawful, that I invocate thy ghoft, 
To hear the lamentations of poor Anne^ 
Wife to thy Edward, to thy (laughter'd fon; 
Stabb'd by the felf-fame hand, that made thefe 

wounds. 
Lo, in thefe windows, that let forth tliy life, 
I pour the helplefs balm of my poor eyes. 
Curs'd be the hand, that made thefe fatal holes 1 
Curs'd be the heart, that had the heart to do ill 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch. 
That makes us wretched by the death of thee. 
Than I can wifh to adders, fpiders, toads. 
Or any creeping venom'd thing that lives ! 
If ever he have child, abortive be it. 
Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 
Whofe ugly and unnatural afpe<S 
May fright the -hopeful mother at the view t 
And That be heir to his unhappinefs ! 
If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miferable by the death of him. 
Than I am made by my young lord and thee \ 
Come, now towVds Chertjey with your holy load^ 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there. 
And ftill, as you are weary of this weight. 
Reft y9u, while I lament King Henry's Coarfe. 

Enter- 
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Enter ISJichztd Duke of Glonct&tx. 

Glo. Stayyouahat bear the Coarfe,and fet it down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this fiend. 
To flop devoted charitable deeds ? 

Glo, Villains, fet down the Goarfe; or, by St. Paul, 
ril make a Coarfe of him that difobeys. 

Gen* My lord, ftand back, and let the coffin pafs. 

Glo. Unmanner'd dog ! ftand thou when I com- 
mand ; 
Advance thy halbert higher than ray breaft. 
Or, by St. Paul, Y\l flrike ihee to my foot, 
And fpurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldnefs. 

Anne. What, do you tremble? are you all afraid*? 
Alas, I blame you not, for you are mortal; 
And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil. 
Avant, thou dreadful miniller of hell .' 
Thou had'ft but power over his mortal body. 
His foul thou canft not have ; therefore be gone. 

G/o. ^Sweet Saint, for charity, be not fo curft. 

Anne. Fouf Dev'l ! for God's fake hence, trouble 
us not. 
For thou haft made the happy earth thy hell: 
F^iird it with curfi ng cries, and deep exclaims. 
If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds^ 
Behold this pattern of thy butcheries. 
Oh, gentlemen, fee! fee, dead Henry*s wounds 
Open their congeaFd mouths and bleed afrefti. 
Blufli, blufti, thou lump of foul deformity; 
For 'tis ihy prefence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells. 
Thy deeds, inhuman and unnatural. 
Provoke this deluge moft unnatural, 
O God ! which this Wood mad'ft, revenge his death: 
O earthi which this blood drink'ft, revenge hisdeath.' 
Or Heav'n with lightning ftrike the murd'rer dead, 
Or Earth gape open wide, and eat him quick ; 
As thou doft fwallow up this good King's blood, 
Which his hell-govcrn'd arm hath* butchered I 
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Glo, Lady, you know no rules of 'charity. 
Which renders good for bad, bleffings for curfes. 

Anne, Villain, thou know'ft nor law of God nor 
man; 
No beaft fo fierce, but knows fome touch of pity. 

Gfo.^But I know none, and therefore am no beaft. 

Anne. O wonderful, when devils tell the truth I — 

Glo» More wonderful, when angels are fo angry:. 
Vouchfafe, divine perfeftion of a woman. 
Of thefe fuppofed crimes, to give me leave, 
By circumflance, but to acquit myfelf. 

Anne. Vouchfafe, diffus'd infeftion of a man. 
For thefe known evils, but to give me leave, 
By circumftance, to curfe thy curfcd felf. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me 
have -^ 

Some patient leifure to excufe myfelf. 

Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thou canfl 
make 
No excufe current, but to hang thyfelf. 

Glo. By fuch defpair 1 (hould accufe myfelf. 

Anne. And by defpairing (halt thou ftand excus'd. 
For doing worthy vengeance on thyfelf; 
That didit unworthy flaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I flew them not. 

Anne. Then fay, they were not flain : 
But dead they are ; and, devilifli flave, by thee. 

Glo. 1 did not kill your hufband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive. 

Glo. Nay, he is dead, and flain by Edward's hands. 

Anne. In thy foul throat thou ly'ft. Queen MargWet 
faw 
Thy murderous faulchion fmoaking in his blood: 
The which thou once didft bend againft her breafl. 
But that thy Brothers beat afidc the point. 

Glo. I was provoked by her fland'rous tongue. 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltlefs fhoulders. 

Anne. Thou Walt provoked by thy bloody mind. 

That 
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That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 
Didft thou not kill this King? 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Doft grant me, hedge-hog? then God grant 
me too, 
Thou may'ft be damned for that wicked deejj ! 
O, he was gentle, mild and virtuous. 

Glo, The fitter for t^he King of heav'n, that hath 
him. 

Anne, He is in heav'n, where thou (halt never come. 

Glo. Let him thank me, that help'd to fend him 
thither; 
For he was fitter for that place than earth. 

Anne And thou unfit for any place but hell. 

Glo. Yes, one place elfe, if you will hear me name it. 

Anne. Some dungeon. 

Glo, Your bed-chamber. 

An7ie. Ill Reft betide the chamber, where thou liefli 

Glo, So will it, Madam, till I lie with you. 

Anne. I hope fo. 

Glo. 1 know fo. But, gentle lady Anne^ 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits. 
And fall fomething into a Uower method : 
Is not the caufer of the timelefs deatl:is 
Of thefe Plantagenets. Henry and Edward^ 
As blameful as the executioner? 

Anne. Thou waft the caufc, and moft accurft effeft. 

Glo. Your beauty was the caufe of that effefl. ' 
Your beauty, that did haunt me in my fleep. 
To undertake the death of all the world; 
So 1 might live one hour in your fweet bofom. 

Anne. If 1 thought that, I tell ihee, homicide, 
Thefe nails fliould rend that beauiy from my cheeks. 

Glo. Thefe eyes could not endure fweet beauty's 
'wreck. 
You ftiouid not blemifti it, if I flood by ; 
As all the world is cheered by the Sun, 
So I by That ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. 
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Anne» Black night o'er-ftiade thy day, and death 
thy life ! 

Glo. Curfe not thyfelf, fair creature: thou art both. 

Anne, I would I were, to be reveng'd on thee. 

Glo, It is a quarrel moft unnatural. 
To be feveng'd on him that loveth thee. 

Anne, It is a quarrel juft and reafonable, 
To b^e reveng'd on him that kill'd ray hulband. 

Glo, He that bereft thee, lady, of thy hulband, 
Did it to help thee to a better hufband. 

Anne, His better doth not br^the upon the earth. 

Glo, He lives, that loves thee better than he could. 

Anne, Name him. 

Glo, Plantagenet, 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Glo, The felf-fatne name, but one of better nature. 

Anm, Where is he ? 

Glo, Here: why doft thou fpit at me ? 

[Shefpitsat him. 

Anne, V/o\ild it were mortal poifon for thy fake ! 

Glo, Never came poifon from fo fweet a place. 

Anne. Never hung poifon on a fouler toad.. 
Out of my fight ! thou doft infed mine eyes. 

Glo. Thine eyes, fweet Lady, have infe^ed mine. 

Anne. Would they were bafiliiks to ftrike thee dead ! 

Glo. }. would ihey were, that 1 might die at once: 
For now they kill me with a living death. 
'Tliofe eyes of thine from mine have drawn fait tears; 
,^; l^am'd their afpeds with (tore of childilh drops: 
%. Thefe eyes,, which never ftied remorfeful tear, 
"^ Not when my father York, and Edward v^'t-pty 
To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made.; 
When black-fac'd Cliffoid Ihook his fword at him: 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 
Toid the fad ftory of my father's death, ,• 
And twenty times made paufe to fob and weep. 
That all the ftanders-by had wet their cheeks. 

Like 
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Like trees be-dafh'd with rain : in that fad time, 
My manly eyes did fcorn an humble tear: 
And what thefe forrows could not thence exhale. 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weeping. 
I never fued to friend, nor enemy ; 
My tongue Gould never learn fweetfmoothing words; 
But now thy beamy is proposed my fee, 
My proud heart fues, and prompts my tongue to fpeak. 

[She looks Jcornfully at him. 
Teach not thy lip fuch fcorn, for it was made • 
For kiffing, lady, not for fuch contempt. 
If thy revengeful heart can not forgive, 
Lo ! here I lend thee-this (harp-pointed fword. 
Which, if thou pleafe to hide jn this true breaft. 
And let the foul forth that adoreth thee, 
I lay it naked to the deadly ftroke. 
And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

[He lays his hreajl op&n,Jhe offers at it with his/word* 
Nay, do not paufe ; for I did kill King Henry; 
But 'twas thy beauty that provoked me. 
Nay, now difpatch : 'twas I that ftabb'd young 

Edward; 
Buf 'twas thy heav.'nly face that fet me on. 

[She falls thefwor$. 
Take up the fword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arife, diflembler; though I wifli thy dea 
I will not be thy executioner. 

Glo. Then bid me kill myfelf, and I will do 

Anne. I have already. 

Glo. That was in thy rage : 
Speak it again, and even with thy word. 
This hand, which for thy love, did kill thy love. 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love; 
To both their deaths (halt thou be acceffary. 

Anne. I would I knew thy heart. 

Glo. 'Tis Hgur'd in nay tongue. 

Anne, I fear me, both are falfe. 

Glo. Then never man was true. 
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Anne, Well, well, put up your fword. 

Glo. Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne, -Thatflialt thou know hereafter. 

Glo, But fliall I live in hope ? 

Anne, All men, I hope, live fo. 

Glo, Vouchfafe to wear this ring. 
Look, how my ring cncompafleth thy finger, 
Ev'n fo thy bread inclofeth my poor heart: 
Wear both of them, for both of them are thine- 
And if thy poor devoted fuppliant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand. 
Thou doft confirm his happinefs for ever. 

Anne, What is it? 

Glo. That it may pleafe you leave thefe fad defigns 
To him, that hath more caufe to be a Mourner ; 
And prefently repair to CroJby-^Xzct : 
Where, after I have folemnly interf d 
At ChirtJey-mon2i{i\y this noble King, 
And wet his grave with my repentant tears, 
I will with all expedient duty fee you. 
For divers unknown reafons, I befecch you. 
Grant me this boon. 
^ Anne, With all my heart, and much it joys me too, 
^K> fee you are become fo penitent. 
irajfel and Barkley^ go along with me. 

Glo, Bid me farewel.. 

Anne, 'Tis more than you deferve : 

t fince you teach me how to flatter you, 

agine, I have faid farewel already. 

[Exeunt two with Anne. 

Glo, Sirs, take up the coarfe. 
^ Gent, Towards Chertfey^ noble Lord? 

Glo, No, to White-Fryars, there attend my coming. 

[Exeunt with the coarfe. 
Was ever woman in this humour woo'd? 
Was ever woman in this hunjour won? 

ril have her but I will not keep her long. 

What ! I that kilfd her-hufband, and his father! 

To 
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To take her in her heart's extremeft hate. 

With curfes in her mouth, tears in her eyes. 

The bleeding witnefs of her hatred by: 

With God, her confcience, and thefe bars againft me, 

And I no friends to back my fuit withal. 

But the plain devil, and diffembling looks : 

And yet to win her All the world to nothing ! 

Ha ! 

Hath fhe forgot already that brave Prince, 

Edward^ her Lord, whom I, fome three months fince, 

Stabb'd in my angry mood at Tewk/hurj? ' 

A fwceter and a lovelier gentleman, 

*Fram'd in the prodigality of nature. 

Young, wife, and valiant, and no doubt, right royal. 

The fpacious world cannot again afford : — 

And will fhe yet debafe her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweet Prince, 

And made her widow to a woful bed ? 

On me, whofe All not equals Edwards's Moiety? 

On me, that halt, and am mif-(hapcn thus ? 

My Dukedom + to a beggarly Denier, 

I do miftake my perfon all this while : 

Upon my life, fhe finds, although I cannot, ^. 

Myfelf to be a marv'lous proper man. 

I'll be at charges for a looking-glafs. 

And entertain a fcore or two of tailors. 

To fludy fafhions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favour with myfelf, 

I will maintain it with fome little coft. " 

But firft ril turn yon fellow in his grave. 

And then return lamenting to ray love. 

•Shine out, fair fun, till I have bought a glafs, 

That I may fee my ftiadow as I pafs. [Esit., 

* Framed in the prodigality of nature,] i. c. when Nature was in a 
prodigal or lavifti Mood. 

* to a beggarly Denier,] Thjn may be right ; but pcrhafi Shake" 
/pear wrote taniere, French^ a(Hut or Cave, Warburton. 
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SCENE III. 

Changes to the Palace. 

Enter this Queen^ Lord Rivers, and Lord Gray. 

Riv, TTAVE patience, Madam, there's no doubt? 

XjL his Majefty 
Will foon recover his accuftom'd health. 

Gray. In that you brook it ill, it makes him worfe; 
Therefore, for God's fake, entertain good comfort. 
And cheier his Grace with quick and merry eyes. 

Queen. If he were dead what would betide of me ? 

Gray. No other harm, but lofs of fuch a Lord. 

Queen. The lofs of fuch a Lord includes all harms. 

Gray. The heav'ns have bleft you with a goodly fon^ 
Tote your comforter when he is gone. 

Queen. AhJ he is young, and his minority 
Is put into the tryft oE Richard Glo'Jler^ 
A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Riv. Is it concluded, he fhall be proteflor ? 

Queen, It is determined, not concluded yet : 
But fo it muft be, if the King mifcarry. 

Enter Buckingham and Stanley. 
0x Gray, Here come the Lords of Buckingham and 

i^^:^ J5uc^. Good time of day unto your royal Grace .' 
*^^*^ • ?''' " Stanley. God make your Majefty joyful as you have 
^- . been! 

Queen. The Countefs Richmond^ good my Lord of . 
Stanley, 
To your good pray'r will fcarcely fay. Amen ; 
Yet, Stanley^ notwithftanding (he's your wife, 
And loves not me^ be you, good Lord, affur'd, 
I hate not you for her proud arrogance. 

Stanley. I do befeech you, either not believe 
The envious flanders of her falfe accufers : 
Or, if flie be accus'd on true report. 

Bear 
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Bear with her wcaknefs ; which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward ficknefs, and no grounded malice. 

^ueen. Saw you the King, to day, ray Lord of Stanley? 

Stanley, But now the Duke of Buckingham and I 
Are come from vifiting his Majefty. 

Queen, Whatlikelihoodof his amendment. Lords? 

Buck. Madam, good hope; his Grace fpeaks chear- 
fully. 

Queen, God grant him health I did you confer with 
him ? 

Buck. Madam, we did; hefeeks to make atonement 
Between the Duke of G/o]/?^r and your brothers. 
And between them and my lord chamberlain ; 
And fent to warn them to his royal prefence. 

Queen, 'Would all were well — but that will never 

^ be- 
I fear, our happinefs is at the height. 

Enter Gloucefler. 

Glo, They do me wrong, and I will not endure it. 
Wha are they, that complain unto the King, 
That I, forfooth, am ftern, and love them not? 
By holy Faul^ they love his Grace but lightly, 
That fill his ears with fuch diffentious rumours. 
Becaufe I cannot flatter, and look fair. 
Smile in men's faces, fmooth, deceive and cog, 
Duck with French nods, and apifli courtefy, 
I muft be held a rancorous enemy. 
Cannot a plain man live and think no harm. 
But thus his fimple truth muft be abus'd 
By filken, fly, infinuating Jac^i? 

Gray. To whom in all this prefence fpeaks your . 
Grace? 

Glo. To thee, that haft not honefty, nor grace: 
When have 1 injured thee ? when done thee wrong? 
Or thee ? or thee ? or any of your fadion ? 
A plague upon you all ! His royal perfon. 
Whom God prcferve better than you would wifti. 



\ 



7 14 J^i^g RICHARD III, 

Cannot be quiet Tcarce a breathing while. 

But you muft trouble him with lewd complaints. 

Queen, Brother oiGlo'Jler^ you raiftake the matter: 
The King of his own royal difpofuion. 
And not provok'd by any fuitor elfe, 
(Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred. 
That in your outward adion fhews itfelf 
Againft my children, brothers, andmyfelf ;) 
Makes him to fend, that he may learn the ground 
Of your ill will, and thereby to remove it. 

Glo, I cannot tell; the world is grown fo bad, 
That wrens make prey, where eagles da.re not perch. 
Since every Jack became a gentleman. 
There's many a gentle perfon made a Jack, 

Queen. Come, come, we know your meaning, bro- 
ther Glojler. 
You envy my advancement and my friends : 
God grant, we never may have need of you ! 
'Glo, Mean time, God grants that we have need of 
you. 
Our Brother is imprifoned by your means; 
Myfelf difgrac'd ; and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while many fair promotions 
Are daily given to ennoble thofe. 
That fcarce, fome two days fince, were worth a noble. 
Queen. By him, that raised me to this careful height. 
From that contented hap which I enjoy'd, 
I never did incenfe his Majefty 
Againft the Duke oi Clarence; but have been 
An earneft Advocate to plead for him. 
My Lord, you do me (hameful injury, 
Falfely to draw me in thcfe wild fufpeds. 

Glo. You may deny that you were not the caufe 
Of my Lord Hajlings^ late imprifonment. 

Riv, She may, my Lord, for 

Glo. She may, Lord Rivers why, who knows 

notfo? , . 

She may do more, Sir, than denying That : 

She 
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She may hdp you to many fair preferments, 
And then deny her aiding hand therein, 
And to lay thofe honours on your high deferts. 
What may (he not I fhe may — ay, marry, may flie— 

Riv. What, marry, may Ihe ? 

Glo» What, marry, may fhe ? marry with a King, 
A bachelor, a handfome (tripling too : 
I wis, your grandam had a worfer match. 

Queen, My Lord of Glo'Jier^ I have too long borne 
Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter feoffs : 
By heav'n, I will acquaint hisMajefty, 
Of thofe grofs taunts I often have endur'd. 
I had rather be a country fervant-maid. 
Than a great Qjacen with this condition ; 
To be thus taunted, fcorn'd and baited at. 
Small joy have I in being England's Queen. 

S C E N E IV. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 

Q. Mar. AND leffen'd be that fmall, God, I be- 

jlV. feech thee ! 
Jhy honour, (late, and feat is due to me. 

G/<?.What! threat you me with telling of the King? 
Tell him, and fpare not-: Look, what I have faid, 
I will avouch in prefence of the King: 
'Tis time to fpeak, my pains are quite forgot. 

O. Mar, No, Devil! I remember them too well: 
Thou kiirdft my hufband Henry in the Tower, 
And Edward, my poor Ion, at Tewkjbury, 

Glo. Ere you were Queen, ay, or your hufband 
King, 
I was a pack-horfe in his great affairs; 
A weeder out of his proud Adverfaries, 
A liberal rewarder of his friends ; 
To royalize his blood, I fpilt mine own. 

Q. Mar, Ay, and much better blood than his or 
thine. 
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Glo» In all which time you and your hUfband Gray 
Were faftious for the Hoiife oi Lancajler; 
And, Rivers^ fo were you ; — was not your hulband, 
In MargWefs battle, at St. Albans flain ? 
Let me put in your minds, if you forget, 
What you have been ere now, and what you are : 
Withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar, A murdVous villain, and fo ftill thou art. 
Glo. Poor Clarence did forfake his father Warwick^ 
Ay, and forfworc himfelf, (which, Jefu, pardon ! — ) 

Q. Mar, Which God revenge-- 

Glo. To fight on Edward^ party for the crown; 
And for his meed, poor Lord, he is mew'd up : 
I would to God, my heart were flint, like Edward'*^ ; 
Or Edward's foft and pitiful, like min^; 
I am too childifli-foolifh for this world. [world, 

Q. Mar. Hie thee to hell for fharae, and leave this 
Thou Cacodaemon! there thy kingdom is. • 

Riv, My Lord of Glo'Jler, in thofe bufy days. 
Which here you urge to prove us enemies. 
We followed then our Lord, our lawful King ; 
So (hould we you, if you fhould be our King. 

Glo. If I (hould be! — I had rather be a pedlar: 
Far be it from my heart, the thought thereof. 

Quetn. As little joy, my Lord, as you fuppofe 
You fliould enjoy, were you this country's King 
As little joy you may fuppofe in me. 
That 1 enjoy, being the Qiiecn thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the Qiieen thereof; 
For I am (he, and altogether joylefs. ' 
I can no longer hold me patient. 
Hear me, you wrangling Pirates, that fall out 
In fharing that which ypu have pillM from me; 
Which of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 
If not that I being Queen, you bow like fubjefls; 
Yet that by you deposed, you quake like rebels ? 
Ungentle villain^ do not turn away ! 

Glo. 
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G/(?. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak'ft thou ia ray ' 
fight ? 

Q. Mar. But repetition of what thou haft marr'd. 
That will I make, before I let thee go. 
A hufband and a fon thou ow'ft to me; [To Glo. 
And thou, a kingdom ; all of yoo, allegiance ; 

[to the Queen. 
The forrow, that I have, by Right is yours ; 
And all the pleafurcs, you ufurp, are mine. 

Glo. The curfe my noble father laid on thee, 
When thou didft crown his warlike brows with paper. 
And with thy fcorns drew'ft rivers from his eyes. 
And then, to dry them, gav'ft the Duke a clout, 
Steep'd in the fauklefs blood of pretty Rutland; 
His curfes, then from bitternefs of foul 
DenouncM againft thee, are now fallen upon thee; 
And God, not wc, has plaguM thy bloody deed. 

* Queen. So juft is God, to right the innocent. 
Hajt. O, 'twas the fouleft deed to flay that babe. 

And the moft raercilefs, that e'er was heard of. 

Riv. Tyrants thcmfelves wept, when it was reported, 

Dorf. No man but prophefy'd revenge for it. 

Buck. Northumberland, then prefent, wept to fee it. 

Qj Mar, What ! were you fnarling all before I came, 
Ready to catch each other by the throat. 
And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 
Did York^i dread curfe prevail fo much with hcav'n, 
That Henry s death, my lovely Edward's death, • 
Their Kingdom's lofs, my woful banifliraent, 
Gould all but anfwer for that peevifh brat? 
Can curfes pierce the clouds, and enter heav'n? 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick curfes! 
If not by war, by furfeit die your King, 
As ours by murder, to make him a King ! 
Edward thy fon, that now is Priflce of Wales^ 
For Edward our fon, that was Prince of Wales^ 

♦ Q^ Mar. So jujt is God, ,8cc.] This Line fliould be given to 
Edward IVth's Qnccn. 

Vol. VL L W^^ 
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Die ia his youth, by like untimely violence ! 

Thyfelf a Queen, for me that was a Queen, 

Out-live thy glory, like my wretched fejf! 

Long raay'ft thou live to wail thy children's lofs, 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Deck'd in thy rights, as thou art flallM in mine ! 

Long die thy happy days before thy death. 

And after many length'ned hours of grief. 

Die, neither mother, wife, nor Englancfs Queen I 

Rivers and Dorfet^ you were ftanders-by. 

And fo waft thou^lord Hajlings, when my fpn 

Was ftabb'd with bloody daggers-; God, I pray him, 

That none of you may live your natural age, 

But by fome unlook'd accident cut off! 

Glo, Have done thy charm, thou hateful withered 

hag. 
Q. Mar, And leave out thee ? flay, dog, for thou 

flialt hear me. 
If heav'ns have any grievous plague in flore, 
Exceeding thofe that I can wilh upon thee, 
O, let them keep it, till thy fins be ripe ; 
And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, thou troubler of the poor world's peace! 
The worm of confcience ftill be-gnaw thy foul; 
Thy friends fufped for traitors while thou liv'ft. 
And take deep traitors for thy deareft friends : 
No deep clofe up that deadly eye of thine, 
Unlefs it be whiJe fome tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 
Thou elvifli-markt abortive, rooting hog ! 
Thou that watt feal'd in thy nativity 
The flave of nature, and the fon of hell ! 
Thou flander of thy heavy mother's womb ! 
Thou loathed iffue of thy father's loins ! 

Thou wrack of honour, ;h.ou deteft^d 

Glo, Margaret, r 



Qj Mar, Richard n 

Qlo, Ha ? 

Q; Man I call thee not, Glo. 
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Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for, I did think, 
That thou had'ft call'd me all thefe bitter names. 

Q. Mar, Why, fo I did ; but look'd for no reply. 
Oh, let me make the period to my curfc. 

Glo, 'Tis done by me, and ends in Margaret, 
(^ueen. Thus have you breath'd your curfe againft 

yourfelf. 
Qj Mar. Poor painted Queen, vain flourifh of my 
fortune ! 
Why flrew'ft thou fugar on that bottled fpider, < 

Whofe deadly web enfnareth thee about ? . 
Fool, fool, thou whet'ft a knife to kill thyfelf : 
The day will come, that thou (baltwifh forme 
To help thee curfe this pois'nous bunch-back'd toad. 
Hajl. Falfe-boading woman, end thy fjTantic curfe ; 
Leil to thy harm thou move our patience. 

Q. Mar. Foul Ihame upon you ! you have all mov'd 

mine. *jj 

Riv. Were you well fcrv'd, you would be taught 

your duty, 
Q. Mar, To ferve me well, you all Ihould do irie 
duly. 
Teach me to be your Queen, and you my Subjeds : 
O, ferve me well, and teach yourfelves that duty. 
Dorf, Difpute not with her, fhe is lunatic. 
Q. Mar, Peace, mafter Marquifs, youaren^alapert; 
Your fire-new ftamp of honour is fcarce current. 
O, that your young nobility could judge 
What 'twere to lofe it, and be miferable? 
They, that ftand high, have many blafts to fhakc 

them; 
And, if they fall, they dafli themfelves to pieces. 
Glo» Good counfel, marry, learn it, learn it, Mar- 

quifs. 
Dorf, It touches you, my Lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more; but I was born fo hio^h. 
Our Airy buildeth in the cedar's top. 
And dallies with the wind, and fcorns lUs &xw« 



220 King RICHARD IH. 

Q. Mar. And turns the fun to fliade; — alas .' alas! 
Witnefs my fon, now in the (hade of death; 
Whofc bright out-ftiining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darknefs folded up. 
Your Airy buildeth in our Airy's neft; 
O God, that feeft it, do not fuffer it: 
As it was won with blood, fo be it loft ! 

BucA. i^eace, peace, for (hame, if not for charity. 
Q. Mar, Urge neither charity nor (hame to me; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt. 
And ftiamefully my hopes, by you, are bulcher'd. 
My charity is outrage, life my ^ame, 
And in my (hame ftill live my for row's rage ! 
Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q; Mary O Princely Buckingham, I'll kifs thy hand. 
In fign of league and amity with thee: 
Now fair befall thee, and thy ivoble Houfe ! 
Thy garments are not fpotted with our blood ; 
Nor thou within the compafs of my curfe. 

Buck. Nor nq one here ; for curfes never pafs 
The lips of thofe, that iDreathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. FU not believe, but they afcend the (ky. 
And there awake God's gentle- fleeping peac>e. 
O Buckingham, beware oF yonder dog ; 
Look, when he fawns, he bites; and, when he bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death ; 
Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 
Sin. death, and hell, have fet their marks upon him. 
And all their minifters attend on him. 

Glo. What doth (he fay, my Lord o{ Buckingham? 
5ttc^. Nothing that I refped, iny gracious Lord. 
Qj Mar, What doft thou fcorn me for my gentle 
counfel? 
And fcroth the devil, that I warn thee from ? 
O. but remember this another day; 
When he fliall fplit thy very heart with (brrow ; 
And fay, poor MargWei was a Prophetefs. 

' Live 
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Live each of you the fubjeft to his hate, 

And he to yours, and all of you to God's ! [Exit, 

Buck. My hair doth (and on end to hear her C urfes. 

Riv, An^fo doth mine: I wonder, fhe's at liberty. 

Glo. I cannot blame her, by God's holy Mother; 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My part thereof, *^hat I have done to her. 

DorJ» I never did her any to my knowledge. 

Glo. Yet you have all the Vantage of her wrong: 
I was too hot to do fome body good, 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 
Marry, for Clarence^ he is well repay 'd; 
He is frank'd up to fatting for his pain&; 
God pardon them, that are the caufe thereof .* 

Riv. A virtuous and a chriftian-like conclufion. 
To pray for them that have done fcathe to us. 

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis'd ; 
For had I curD: now, I had curit myfelf. [Afide. 

£n/^r Caiefby. 

Catef. Madam, his Majefty doth call for you. 
And for your Grace, and you, my noble Lord. 

Queen. Catefhy^ we come; lords, will you go with us? 

Rw. Madam, we will attend your Grace. 

[Exeunt all but Gloucefter^ 

Glo. I do the wrong, and firft begin to brawl. 
The fecret mifchiefs, that I fet a-broach, 
I lay unto the grievous charge of others. 
Clarence^ whom I indeed have laid in darknefs, 
I do beweep to many fimple gulls, 
Namely to Stanley, Hajtings, Buckingham ; 
And tell them, 'tis the Queen and her allies 
That ftir*the King againft the Duke my brother. 
Now they believe it, and withal whet me 
To be revengM on Rivers, Dorfet, Gray. 
But then 1 figh, and with a piece of Scripture, 
Tell them, that God bids us do good for evil: 
And thus I clothe my naked villany 

L 3 ^N\<i^ 
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With old odd ends, floirn forth of holy Writ, 
And feem a Saint, when moft I play the Devil. 

Enter two Murderers. 

But foft, here come my executioners. 

How now, niy handy, ftout, refolved mates, 

Are you now going to difpatch this deed ? 

1 ViL We are, my lord, and come to have the 
Warrant, 
That we may be admitted where he is. 

Glo. Well thought upon, I have it here about moc 
When you have done, repair to Cr^j-place. 
But, Sirs, be fudden in the execution, 
Withal obdurate, do not hear him plead ; 
For Ciatence is well-fpoken, and, perhaps, 
May move your hearts to pity, if you mark him. 

ViL Fear not, my lord, wc will not ftand to prate ; 
Talkers are no good doers ; be affur'd, 
We go to ufe our hands, and not our tongues. 

Glo. Your eyes drop roill-ftones, when fools' eyes 
drop tears. 
I like you, lads ; about your buGnefs ; go. [Exeunt, 

S C E N E V. 

Changes to the Tower, 
Enter Clarence and Brakenbury. 

Brak. TTI/HY looks your Grace fo heavily to day ? 

V V Clar. O, 1 have paft a miferable night, 
So full of ugly fights, of ghaft.ly dreams, . 
That, as I am a chriftian faithful man , 
1 would not fpend another fuch a night 
Though 'twere to buy a world of happy days : 
So full of difmal terror was the time. 

Brak, What was your dream, my lord? I pray you 

tell me. 
Clar, Methought, that I had broken from the 
Tower; And 
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And was embark'd to crofs to Burgundy^ 

And ill my company my brother Glo'Jier; 

Who from my Cabin tempted me to walk 

Upon the Hatches. Thence we look'd tow'rd England^ 

And cited up a thoufand heavy times. 

During the Wars of York and Lancajler^ 

That had befalTn us. As we pac'd along 

Upon the giddy footing of tlie Hatches, 

Methought, that Glo'Jler ftumbled; and in falling 

Struck me (that fought to ftay him) over-board. 

Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

Lord, Lord, methought, what pain it was to drown ! 

What dreadful noife of waters in my ears ! 

What fights of ugly death within my eyes ! 

I thought, I faw a thoufand fearful wrecks; 

A thoufand men, that fiflies gnaw'd upon; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl, 

Ineftimable flones, unvalued jewels. 

Some lay in dead men's (kuUs; and in thofe holes, 

Where eyes did once inhabit, there were crept, 

As 'twere in fcom of Eyes, reflefting Gems; 

That woo'd the (limy bottom of the deep. 

And mockM the dead bones that lay fcatter'd by. 

Brak. Had you fuch leifure in the time of death, 
To gaze upon the Secrets of the Deep? 

Clar. Methought, I had; and often did I ftrive 
To yield the ghoft ; but ftill the envious flood 
Kept in my foul, and would not let it forth 
To find the empty, vaft, and wand' ring air ; 
But fmother'd it within my panting bulk. 
Which almoft burft to belch it in the fea. 

Brak. Awak'd you not with this fore agony ? 

Clar. No, no, ray dream was lengthened after life. 

then began the temped to,my foul : 

1 pa ft, methought, the melancholy flood. 
With that grim ferry-man, which Poets write of. 
Unto the Kingdom of perpetual Night. 

The firft that there did greet my flranger foul, 

L4 :^^^ 
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Was my great father-in-law, renowned Warwkit, 
Who cry'd aloud — What fcourge for perjury 
Can this dark Monarchy afford falfe Clarence ? 
And fo he vanifh''d. Then came wand' ring by 
A fbadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood, and he fliriek'd out aloud — ^ — 
Clarence is come, falfe, fleeting, perjur'd Clarence^ 
That flabb'd me in the field by Tewk/bury ; 
Seize on him, Furies^, take him to your torments ! — 
With that, metbought, a legion of foul fiends 
Inviron'd me, and howled in nvine ears 
Such hideous cries, that with the very noifc 
I, trembling, wak'd ; and for a'feafon after 
Could not believe but that I was in Hell r 
.Such terrible impreflion made my dream. 

Brak. No marvel, lord, that it affrighted you ; 
I am afraid, methinks, to hear you tell it. 

C/^y. Ah f Brakenbury, I have done thofc tfaingi 
That now give evidence againft my foul. 
For Edward's fake; and, fee, how he requites me I 

God ! if my deep prayers cannot appeafe thee. 
But thou wilt be aveng'd on my mifdeeds, 

Yet execute thy wrath on me alone : 

O, fpare my guiltlefs wife, and my poor children t 

1 pr'y thee, Brakenbury^ flay by me ; 

My foul is heavy, and I fain would fleep. 

Brak. I will, my lord; God give your Grace good 
Reft ! 
Sorrow breaks feafons and repofing houfs, [Afide* 
Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories, 
An outward honour, for an inward toil ; 
Afid, for unfclt imaginations,. 
They often feel a world of refllefs cares : 
So that between their titles, and low name. 
There's nothing differs but the outward fame. 



SCENE 



King RICHARD III. 525 

*S C E N E, VI. 

Enter the two Murderers. 
I YiL TTO, who's there? 

JLJL Brak. In God's name, what art thou ? 
how cam'ft thou hither ? 

3 Vil. I would fpeak with Clarence^ and I came 
hither on my legs. 

BraL What, fo brief? 

I Vil, 'Tis better, Sir, than to be tedious. Let 
him fee our Gommiflion, and talk no more. 

Brak, [Reads.] I am in this commanded, to deliver 
The noble Duke of Clarence to your hands* 
I wHl not reafon what is meant hereby, 
Becaufe I will be guiltlefs of the meaning. 
There lies the Duke aQeep, and there the keysr 
rU to the King, and fignify to him. 
That thus I have refign'd to you my Charge. [£«//, 

1 ViL You may, Sir, 'tis a point of wifdom; fare 
you well. 

9 Vil. What, fhall we ftab him as he fleeps ? 

1 ViL No; he'll fay, 'twas done cowardly, when 
he wakes. 

2 ViL When he wakes! why, Fool, he (hall never 
wake until the great Judgment-day. 

1 ViL Why, then He'll fay, we ftabb'd him Beep- 
ing. 

s Vil. The urging of that word, Judgment, hath 
bred a kind of remorfe in me. 

1 ViL What? art thou afraid ? 

« ViL Not to^kill him, having a warrant for it : 
But to be damn'd for killing him, from the which 
no Warrant can defend me. 

1 ViL I'll back to the Duke of Glo'Jler, and tell 
him fo. 

2 ViL Nay, pr'ythee, flay a little: I hope, this 
holy humour of mine will change; It was wont^ to 
hold me but. while one would tell twenty- 

L5 xNW. 
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1 ViL Hovyr doft thou feel thyfelf now ? 

s ViL Faith, fome certain dregs of confcience are 
yet within mc. 

1 ViL Remember the reward, when the deed's 
done. 

8 ViL Come, he dies : I had forgot the reward. 

I ViL Where's thy confcience now ? 

t ViL O, in the Duke of Glojier'^s purfc. 

1 ViL When he opens his purfe to give us our re- 
ward, thy confcience flies out. 

2 ViL 'Tis no matter, let it go; there's few or none 
will entertain it. 

1 ViL What if it come to thee again? 

2 ViL ril not meddle with it ; it is a dangerous 
Thing, it makes a man a coward: a man cannot fteal, 
butitaccufeth him; a man cannot fwear, but it checks 
him; a man cannot lie with his neighbour's wife, 
but it deteds him. Tis a blulhing {hame-fac'd fpirit, 
that mutinies in a Man's bofom : it fills one full of 
obftacles. It made me once reftore a purfe of gold 
that by chance I found. It beggars any man, that 
keeps it. It is turned out of towns and cities for a 
dangerous thing; and every man, that means to live 
well, endeavours to truft to himfelf, and live without 
it. 

1 ViL 'Tis even now at my elbow, perfuading rae 
not to kill the Duke. 

2 ViL Take the devil in thy mind, and believe it 
not : it would infinuate with thee but to make thee 
iigh. 

1 ViL I am flrong-fram*d, he cannotprevail with me. 
8 ViL Spoke like a tall fellow, that refpefts his re- 
putation. Come, fhall we fall to work ? 

1 ViL Take him over the coftard, with the hift 
of thy fword ; and then throw him into the malmfy- 
butt, in the next room. 

2 Vii* O excellent device, and make a fop of him, 
1 ViL Soft, he wakes. Shall I flrike? 

8 ViL 
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2 ViL No, we'll reafon with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, Keeper? give mc a cup^of 
wine. 

2 ViL You (hall have wine enough my lord, anon. 

Clar. In God's name, what art thou? 

I ViL A man, as you arc. 

Clar. But not, as I am, royal. 

I ViL Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Qar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looWs are 
humble. 

I ViL My voice is now the King's, my looks mine 
own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly doft thou fpeak? 
Your eyes do menace mc: why look you pale? 
Who fent you hither? wherefore do you come? 

Both, To, to, to 

Clar. To murder me ? 

Both, Ay, ay. 

Clar, You fcarcely have the hearts to tell me fo! 
And therefore cannot have the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I offended you? 

1 ViL Offended us you have not, but the King. 
Clar, I fhall be reconciFd to him again. 

2 ViL Never, my lord, therefore prepare to die. 
Clar, Are you calFd forth from out a world of men. 

To flay the innocent? what's my offence? 
Where is the evidence, that doth accufe me? 
What lawful Queft have giv'n their verditt up 
Unto the frowning judge? or who pronounced 
The bitter Sentence of poor Clarence' death? 
Before I be convid by courfe of law. 
To threaten me with death, is moft unlawful. 
I charge you, as you hope to have Redemption, 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me : 
The deed, you undertake, -is damnable. 

1 ViL What we will do, we do upon Command. 

2 ViL And he, that hath commanded, is our King. 
Clar. Erroneous vaffals ! the great King of Kings 

L6 Vu^>icw 
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Hath in the Table of his Law commanded, 

T^t thou ftialt do no Murder; will you then 

Spurn at his edi<9:, and fulfil a man*s? 

Take heed, for he holds vcngean<:e in his hind, 
'£iK To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
i|, « Fz7. And that fame vengeance doth he hurl on thee 
"^^Fol falfe forfwcaring, and for murder too : 

Thop didft receive the Sacrament, to fight 

In (Juarrel of the Houfe of Lancafter. 

1 VU, And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didft break that vow; and with thy treacherous bladc» 
Unrip aft the bowels of thy Sovereign'^ fon. 

2 ViL Whom thou-^ert fworn to cherifli and defend. 
1 ViL How canft thou urge God's dreadful law to us. 

When thou haft broke it in fuch high degree? 

Clar. Alas ! for whofe fake did I that ill deed ? 
for Edward^ for ray brother, for his fake. 
He fends you not to murder me for this : 
For in that fin he is as deep as I. 
If God will be avenged for the deed, 
O, know you yet, he doth it publicly ; 
Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 
. He needs no indired, nor lawlefs courfe. 
To cut off thofe that have offended him. 

1 Vil* Who made thee then a bloody minifier. 
When gallant-fpringing brave Fiantagenet^ 
' That Princely novice, was ftruck dead by thee? 

Clar. My brother's love, the devil, and my rage- 

i ViL Thy brother's love, our duty, and thy fault. 
Provoke us hither now, to Daughter thee. 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me: 
I am his brother, and 1 love him well. 
If you are.hir'd for Meed, go back again. 
And I will fend you to my brother Glo'Jler^ 
Who will reward you better for my life. 
Than Edward will for tidings of my death. 

8 ViL You arc deceived, your brother G/o^er hates 
you. 

. Clar. 
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Clar. Oh, no, he loves me, and he holds me dear: 
Go you to him from me. 

Beih, Ay, fo we will. 

Clar. Tell him, when that our.Princely father Tork 
BIcft his three fons with his vidorious arm, 
And charged us from his foul to love each other. 
He little thought of this divided friendfliip : 
Bid Glo'Jler think on this, and he will weep. 

I ViL Ay, mill-ftones ; as he leffon'd us to weep. 

Clar. O, do not flander him, for he is kind. 

1 ViL As fnow in harveft: — you deceive yourfelf; 
'Tis he, that fends us to deftroy you here. 

Clar, It cannot be, for he bewept my fortune. 
And hugg'd me in his arms, and fwore with fobs, 
That he would labour. my delivery. 

1 ViL Why, fo he doth, when he delivers you 
From this earth's thraldom to the joys of heav'n. 

8 ViL Make, peace with God, for you muft die, my 
lord. 

Clar. Have you that Holy feeling in your foul^ 
To counfel me to make my peace with God, 
And are you yet to your own fouls fo blind. 
That you will war with God, by murdVing me? 
O Sirs, confider,. ihey that fet you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed^ 

^ViL What (hall we do? 

Clar, Relent, and fave your fouls. 
Which of you, if you were a Prince's fon. 
Being pent from liberty, as I am now. 
If two fuch n|urderers, as yourfelves, came to you, 
Would not intreat for life ? ah ! you would beg, 
Were you in my diftrefs 

1 ViL Relent? 'tis cowardly and womanifh. 

Clar, Not to relent, is be^ly, favage, devilifli. 
My friend, I fpy fome pity in thy looks : 
O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 
Come thou on my fide, and intreat for note. 
A begging Prince what Beggar pities not? 
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2 ViL Look behind you, my lord. 

I ViL Take that, and that; if all this will not do, 

[Stabs him. 
rU drown you in the malmfy-butt within. [Exit. 

8 Vil. A bloody deed, and defp'rately difpatch'd : 
How fain, like PilaU^ would 1 wafli my hands 
Of this moft grievous guilty murder done 1 

Re-enter^JirJl Villain. 

1 ViL How now? what mean'ft thou, that thou 

help'ft me not ? [been. 

By heav'n, the Duke (hall know how flack you've 

2 ViL I would he knew, that I had favM his bro» 

ther ! 
Take thou the fee, and tell him what I fay ; 
For I repent me, that the Duke is flain. [Exit. 

1 Vil. So do not I ; go. Coward, as thou art* 
Well, ril go hide the body in fome hole. 
Till that the Duke give order for his burial: 
And, when I have my Meed, I muft away ; 
For this will out, and then I muft not ftay. [Exit. 

A G T 11. S C E N E I. 

The COURT. 

Enter King Edward ^c^, the Queen^ Dorfet, Rivers, 
Haftings, Catefby, Buckingham, a/ici Woodvile. 

K. Edward. 

WHY, fo; now have I done a good day's work. 
You Peers, continue this united league; 
I every day exped an embaffage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence. 
And now in peace my foul (hall part to heav'n. 
Since I have made my friends at peace on earth ; 
Ha/tings and Rivers^ take each other's hand ; 
Diffemble not your hatred ; fwcar you love. 

Riv, 
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Riv. By heav'n, my foul is purg'd from grudging 
hate; 
And with my hand Ifeal my true heart's love. 

Hajl, So thrive I, as I truly fwear the like ! 

K. Edw, Take heed, you dally not before your King; 
Left, he that is the fupreme King of Kings, 
Confound your hidden falfliood, and award 
Either of you to be the other's end. 

Haft, So profper I, as I fwear perfeA love ! 

Riv, And I, as I love Ha/tings with my heart I 

K. Edw, Madam, yourfelf is not exempt from this ; 
Nor your fon Dorfet; Buckingham, nor you; ^ 

You have been faftious one againft the other. I 

Wife, love lord Haftings^ let him kifs your hand ; 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Queen. There, Raftings ; 1 will never more re- 
member 
Our former hatred; fo thrive I and mine ! 

K. Edw, Dorfet,, embrace him: Haftings, love * 
Marquifs. 

Dorf, This interchange of love, I here proteft, 
Upon my part, jhall be inviolable. 

Haft, And fo fwear I. 

K. Edw. Now, Princely Buckingham^ feal thou this 
league 
With thy embracements to my wife's allies. 
And make me happy in your unity. 

Buck, When ever Buckingham doth turn his hate 
Upon your Grace, and not with duteous Jove 

[To the Queen, 
Doth cherifti you and yours, God puni(h me 

With Hate in thofe where I exped moft love ! 

When I have moft need to employ a friend, 
And moft afl'ured that he is^ a friend, 
Deep, hollow, treacherobs, and full of guile, 
Be he to me ! This do I beg of heaven, 
"When I am cold in zeal to you or yours. 

[Embracing Rivers^ <Jrr, 
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K. Edw, A pleafing cordial, Princely Buckingham 
Is this thy vow unto my fickly heart. 
There wanteth now our brother Glo'Jier here, 
To make the blefled period of this peace. 

Buck. And, in good lime, here comes the noble 
Duke. 

Enter Gloucefter, with RatclifF. 

Glo. Good-morrow to my Sovereign King and 
Qiieen ; 
And, Princely Peers, a happy time of day. 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have fpent the day. 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity; 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate. 
Between thefe fwelling wrong- inccnfed Peers. 

Glo, A blefled labour, my moft Sovereign Liege : 
Among this Princely heap, if any here 
By falfe intelligence, or wrong furmife, 
Hold me a foe ; if I unwittingly 
Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this prefence, I defirc 
To reconcile me to his friendly peace : 
*Tis death to me to be at enmity ; 
1 hate it, and delire all good men's love. 
Firft, Madam, I intreat true peace of you. 
Which I will purchafe with my duteous fervice;, 
Of you, my noble coufin Buckingham^ 
If ever any grudge were lodg'd between us : 
Of you, and you, lord Rivers^ and of Dorfet^ 
That all without defert have frown'd on me: 
Of you, lord Woodvile^ and lord Scales^ of you ; 
Dukes, Earls, Lords, Gentlemen ; indeed, of all. 
I do not know that Englifhman aliye,. 
With whom my foul is any jot at odds. 
More than the hifant that is born to night; 
I tha^ik my God for my humility. 

Queen, A holy-day (hall this be kept hereafter; 
I would to God, all ftrifes were well compounded \ 



King RICHARD III. (Z33 

My Sovereign lord, I do befeech your Highnefs 
To take our Brother Clarence to your Grace. 

Glo. Why, Madam, have I offer'd love for this. 
To be fo flouted in thi& royal prefence? 
Who knows not, that the gentle Duke is dead ? 

[they alljlart. 
You do him injury to^fcorn his coarfe. 

K. Edw, Who knows not, he is dead ! who knows, 
he is ? 

Queen, All-feeing Heaven, what a world is this ! 

Buck. Look I fo pale, lord Dorfet^ as the reft? 

Dorf Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the pre- 
fence. 
But his red colour hath forfook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence d/ead ? the order was reversM. 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your firft order died^ 
And That a winged Mercury did bearr 
Some tardy cripple had the countermand'. 
That came too lag to fee him buried. 
God grant, that fome lefs noble, and lefs loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in blood, 
Dcferve no worfe than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go current from fufpicion ! 

Enter Lord Stanley, 
Sian. A boon, my Sovereign, for my fervice done. 
K. Edw. I pr'ythee, peace ; my foul is full of for- 

row. 
Stan. I will not rife, unlefs your Highnefs hear me. 
K. Edw. Then fay at once, what i« it thou re- 

queft'ft. 
5/^71. The forfeit. Sovereign, of my fervant's life; 
Who flew to day a riotous gentleman. 
Lately attendant on the Duke oi Norfolk. 

K. Edw. Have la tongue to doom my brother s 
death ? 
And fliall that tongue give pardon to a flave? 
My brother kill'd no man ; his fault was thought ; 
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And yet his Punifliment was bitter death. 
Who fued to me for him ? who, in my wrath, 
Kncel'd at my feet, and bid me be advis'd? 
Who fpoke of brotherhood ? who fpoke of love ? 
Who told me, how the poor foul did forfake 
The mighty Warwick, and did fight for me ? 
Who told me, in the field at Tewkjburj, 
When Oxford had me down, he refcued me ? 
And fai4| Dear brother, live, and be a King? 
Who toii me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen^lmoft to death, how he did lap me, 
Ev'n in his garments, and did give himfelf 
All thin, and naked, to the numb cold night ? 
All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully pluck'd, and not a man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my mind. 
J|ut when your carters, ot your waiting vaffals 
^ave done a drunken flaughter, and defaced 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer; 
You ftrait are on your knees for pardon, pardon, — 
And I, itnjuftly too, muft grant it you. 
« But for my brother not a mail would fpeak. 
Nor I, ungracious, fpake unto myfelf 
For him, poor foul. The proudeft of you all 
Have been beholden to him in his life: 
Yet none of you would once plead for his life. 
O God ] I fear, thy juftice will lake hold 
^ On me, and you, and mine, and yours, for this. 
Come, Hajlings^ help me to my clofet. Ah ! 
Poor Clarence ! ... [Exeunt Jome with the King and Queen. 
Glo, Thefe are the fruits of rafhncfs : mark'd you 
not, 
riow that the guilty kindred of the Queen 
Look'd pale, when they did hear of Clarence'' death? 
O ! they did urge it ftill unto the King. 
God will revenge it. Gome, lords, will you go 
To comfort Edward with our company ? [Exeunt. 

SCENE 
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SCENE IL 

Enter the Dutchefs of York, with the two children of 
Clarence. 

Son. /^ O O D Grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? 
VT Dutch. No, boy. 

Daugh, Why do you weep fo oft? and beat your 
breaft? m 

And cry, O Clarence ! my unhappy fon ! ^^ 

Son. Why do you look on us, and fbake ymi head. 
And call us orphans, wretches, caft-aways. 
If that our noble father be alive ? 

Dutch. My pretty Coufins,you miftake me both, 
I do lament the ficknefs of the King, 
As loth to lofc him ; not your father's death ; 
It were loft for row to wail one that's loft. X^ 

Son. Then you conclude, my Grandam, he is dew. 
The King mine uncle is to blame for this. 
God will revenge it, whom I will importune 
With daily earneft prayers. 

Daugh, And fo will 1. 

Dutch. Peace, children, peace! the King doth love 
you well. 
Incapable and (hallow Innocents ! 
You cannot guefs, who caus'd your father's death. 

Son, Grandam, we can ; for my good Uncle Glo^Jler -^^ 
Told me, the King, provoked to't by the Queen, ^ 

Devis'd Impeachments to imprifon him; 
And when my uncle told me fo, he wept. 
And pitied me; and kindly kift my cheek; 
Bad me rely on him, as on my father, 
And he would love me dearly as his child. ' 

Dutch. Ah ! that deceit fhould fteal fuch gentle 
ftiape, 
And with a virtuous vizor hide deep vice ! 
He is my fon, ay, and therein my fharac ; 
Yet from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 
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Son, Think you, ray uncle did diffemble, Grancmm? 

Dutch. Ay, boy. 

Son, I cannot think it. Hark, what noife is this? 

Enter the Queen with her hair about her ears^ Rivers and 
Dorfet ajttr her, ^ 

Queen, Ah ! who (hall hinder me to wail and weep? 
To chide my fortune, and torment myfelf ? 
ril join with black defpair againft my foul, 
And to myfelf become an enemy. ^ 

Dutch, What mean« this fcene of rude impatience? 

Queen, To make an afl of tragic violence. 
Edward^ my lord, thy fon, our king, is dead. 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone? 
Why wither not the leaves, that want their fap? 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief; 
That our fwift-winged fouls may catch the King's; 
Or, like obedient Subjeds, follow him 
To his new Kingdom of perpetual reft. 

Dutch, Ah ! fo much int'reft have I in thy forrow, 
As I had title to thy noble hufband ; 
I have bewept a worthy hufband's death, 
And liv'd by looking on his images. 
But now two mirrors of his Princely femblance 
Are crack'd in pieces by malignant death; 
And I for comfort have but one falfe glafs. 
That grieves me when I fee my Oiame in him^ 
Thou art a widow, yet thou art a mother ; 
And haft the comfort of thy children left : 
But death hath fnatch'd my hufband from mine arms, 
Andpluckt two crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward, O, what caufe have 1, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief) 
To over-go thy plaints, anddrown thy cries! [death; 

Sori, Ah, Aunt ! you wept not for our father's 
How can we aid you with our kindred Tears ? 

Daugh. Our fatherlefs diftrefs was left unmoan'd, 
Your widow dolours likcwife be unwept I 

Qiieen. 
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Queen, Give me no help in Lamentation, 
I am not barren to bring forth complaints : 
Allfprings reduce their-currents to mine eyes, 
That I, being governed by the wai'ry moon, 
May fend forth plenteous tears to drown the world. 
Ah, for my hufband, for my dear lord Edward ! 

Chil, Ah, for our father, for our dear lord Clarence! 

Dutch* Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 
Clarence i 

Queen. What ftay had I, but Edward? and he*s gone. 

ChiL What ftay had we, but Clarence? and he's gone. 

Dutch, What ftays had I, but they? and they are 
gone. 

Queen, Was never widow, had fo dear a lofs. 

Chil. Were never orphans, had fo dear a Iofs» 

Dutch, Was never mother, had fo dear a lofs. 
Alas I I am thk mother of thefe griefs. 
Their woes are^arcelPd, mine are general. 
She for an Edward weeps, and fo do I ; 
I for a Clarence weep, fo doth not fbc ; 
Thefe babes (or Clarence weep, and fo do I. 
Alas ! you three, on me threcfold-diftreft 
Pour all your tears ; I am your forrow's nurfe. 
And I will pamper it with lamentations. 

Dorf, Comfort, dear mother; Godismuchdifplcas'd, 
That with unthankfulnefs you take his doing. 
In common worldly things 'tis call'd ungrateful 
With dull unwillingnefs 10 pay a debt. 
Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent : 
Much more to be thus oppofite with heav'n; 
For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Riv. Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother, 
Of the young Prince your fon ; fendftraight for him. 
Let him be crown'd; in him your comfort lives. 
Drown defp'rate fonow in dead Edward's grave. 
And plant your joys in living Edward's Throne. 



^e^^iJ^'^ 
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SCENE III. 

Enter Gloucefter, Buckingham, Stanley, Haftings, 

and RatclifF. 
Glo, QI ST E R, have comfort: all of us have caufe 

i3 To wail the dimming of our fhining flat : 
But none can help our harms by wailing them. 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy ; 
I did not fee you. — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your Blcffing. 

Dutch. God blefs thee, and put meeknefs in thy 
breaft. 
Love, charity, obedience, and true duty. 

Glo. Amen, and make me die a good old man i — 
That is the butt end of a mother's Bleffing ; 
I marvel, that her Grace did^lcaveit out. 

Buck. You cloudy Princes, «ind heart-forrowing 
Peers, 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, ' • ' / '* 
Now cheer each other in each other's love ; 
Though we have fpent our harveft of this King, 
We are to reap th^ harveft of his fon. 
The broken rancor of your high-fwoln hearts. 
But lately fpiinter'd, knit and join'd together, 
Muft gently be preferv'd,..^herifli'd and kept: 
Me feemeth good, that, with fome little train. 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young Prince be fetch'd 
Hitherto London^ to be crown'd our King. 

Rip. Why with fome little train, my lord ol Buck- 
ingham^ 

Buck. Marry, my lord, left by a multitude 
The new-heal'd wound of malice ftiould break out;. 
Which would be fo much the more dangerous, 
By how much the Eftate is yet ungovern'd. 
Where je?yteryhorfei)ear% his commanding rein. 
And xmy dired his courfe as pleafe himfelf. 
As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 
In my opinion ought to be prevented. 

Glo. 
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Glo. I hope, ihe King made peace with all of us ; 
And the compa<5l is firm, and true in nut, 

Riv. And fo in mc; and fo, I think, in all. 
Yet fince it is but green, it (hould be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 
Which, haply, by much company might be urg'd; 
Therefore I fay, with noble Buckingham^ 
That it is meet fo few (hould fetch the Prince. 
Haft. And fo fay I. 

Glo. Then be it fo ; and go we to determine. 
Who they (hall be that ftraii (hall poft to Ludlow, 
Madam, aod you my fifter, will you go, 
To give yourcenfures in this weighty bufinefs ? 

[Exeunt. 
[Manent Buckingham and Glouccfter. 
Buck, My lord, whoever journies to the Prince, 
\ For God's fake, let not us Two ftay at home ; 
* F6r)>y the way, Til fort occafion, 
|i" -As mdex to the ftory we late talk'd of. 

To part the Queen's proud kindred from the Prince. 
Glo* My other felf, my counfel's confiftory, 
^ My oracle, my prophet I — My dear coufin, 
J, as a child, will go by thy dircdion. 
Tow'rd Ludlow then, for we'll not ftay behind. [Exeunt. 

S C E N E IV. 

Changes to a Street near the Court. 
Enter one Citizen at one door^ and another at the other. 
k I Cit. /^ OOD morrow, neighbour, whither away 

r Vjr fofaft? 

t 2 Cit. I promife you, I hardly know myfelf : 

^ Hear you the news abroad ? 

1 Cit, Yes, the King is dead. 

2 Cit, III news, by'r lady; feldom comes a better: 
I fear, I fear, 'twill prove a giddy world. *• 

Enter another Citizen^ 

3 Cit, Neighbours, God fpced ! 
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I Cit, Give you good-morrow, Sir. 
[ 3 Cit. Doth the news hold of go.od King EdwariTs 
death ? 
8 Cit. Ay, Sir, it is too true; God help, thewhilel 
3 Cit. Then, roaficrs, look to fee a troublous world. 
I Ci/. No, no, Ijy God's good grace his Ion fhall 

reign. 
3 Cit, Woe to thatLand, that's governed by achild! 
8 Cit^ In him there is a hope of government : 
Which in his non-age, counfel under him. 
And, in his full and ripen'd years, himfelf, 
No doubt, fhall then, and till then, govern well. 
1 Cit» So Hood the State, when Henry the fixth 
Was crownM in Paris., but at nine months old. 
3 Cit, Stood the State fo ? no, no, good friends, 
God wot ^ 
For then this Land was famoufly tinrich'd 
With politic grave counfel; then the Kin^ 
Had virtuous Uncles to proteft his Grace. 

1 Cit, Why^ fo hath this, both by his father and 
' mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father; 
Or by his father there were none at all : 
For emulation, who {hall now be neareft, 
Will touch us all loo near, if God prevent not. 
O, full of danger is the Duke of Glo'Jkr ; 
And the Queen's fons and brothers haughty, proud: 
And were they to be rul'd, and not to rule. 
This fickly Land might folace as before. 

I Cit, Come, come, we fear the worft; all will be 

well, 
3 Cit. When clouds are feen, wife men put on their 
cloaks; 
When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand; 
When the Sun fets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely ftorms make men exped a dearth: 
All may be well; but if God fort it fo, 
Tis more than we deferve, or I exped. 

8 Cit. 
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2 Cit. Truly the hearts of men are full of fear: 
You cannot reafon almoft with a man 

That looks" not heavily, and full of dread. 

3 Cit. Before the days of change, ftill is it fo^ 
By a divine inftind men^s minds mifirud 
Enfuing danger ; as by proof we fee. 

The waters fwell before a boift'rous ftorra. 
But leave it all to God. Whither away? 

« Cit. Marry, we were fent for to the juftices. 

3 Cf/. Andfo was I, I'll bear you company. [Exeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Changes to the Court. 

Enter Archbi/hop of York, the young Duke of York, the 

Queen^ and the Dutchefs of York. 
Arch. T Heard, they lay tbe laft night 2X Northampton^ 

A At Stony-Stratford they do reft to night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Dutch. I long with all my heart to fee the Prince :. 
I hope, he is much grown fince laft I fawhim. 

Qiuen, But I hear, not ; they fay, my fon of York 
Has almoft over-ta'en him in bis growth. 

York. Ay, mother, but I would not have it fo. 

Dutch. Why, my young Couiin, it is good to grow. 

York. Grandam, one night as we did fit at fupper. 
My uncle Rivers lalk'd how I did grow 
More than my brother. Ay, quoth my uncle Glo'Jler^ 
Small herbs have grace, great weeds do grow apace. 
And fince, mcthinks, I would not grow fo faft, 
Becaufe fweci flow'rs are flow, and weeds make; hafte. 

Dutch. Good faith, good faith, the faying did not 
hold 
In him, that did obje£l the fame to thee. 
He was the wretched' ft thing, when he was young ; 
So long a growing, and fo leifurely. 
That, if his Rule were true, he fliould be gracious. 

Vol. VI. M \^otV 
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York. And fo, no doubt, he is, my gracious Madam, 

Dutch. I hope, he is; but yet lei mothers doubt. 

York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remember d, 
I could have giv'n my Uncle's Grace a flout 
To touch his growth, nearer than he touch'd mine. 

Dutch. How, my young r<3ri ? I pr'ythee, let mc 
hear it. 

York. Marry, they fay, my uncle grew fo faft, 
That he could gnaw a cruft at two hours old; 
""Twas full two years ere I could get a tooth. 
Grandam, this would have been a biting jeft. 

Dutch. I pr'ythee, pretty York, who told thee this ? 

York. Grandam, his nurfe. 

Dutch. His nurfe .' why, fhe was dead ere thou waft 
born. 

York. If 'twere n0^5;JJ^e, I cannot tell who told me. 

Queen. A parlous boy — go to, you are too fhrewd. 

Dutch. Good Madam, be not angry with a child. 

Queen. Pitchers have ears. 

Enter a Mejfenger. 

Arch. Here comes a meffenger : what news? 

MeJ. Such news, my lord, as grieves me to report. 

Queen. How doth the Prince ? 

MeJ. Well, Madam, and in health. 

Dutch. What is thy news? 

MeJ. Lord Rivers and lord Gray are fent to Tomjret^ 
With them Sir Thomas Vaughan^ prifoners. 

Dutch. Who hath committed them ? 

MeJ. The mighty Dukes, 
Glo'Jler and Buckingham. 

Arch. For what offence ? ;* 

MeJ The fum of all I can, I have difclos'd : 
Why, or for what, the Nobles were committed, 
Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

Queeni Ah me ! I fee the ruin of my houfe; . 
The tyger now hath feiz'd the gentle hind. 
J/3/ulnng tyranny begins to jut 

Upon 



King RICHARD III, 143 

Upon the innocent and awlefs throne ; 
Welcome,. deftrufiion, blood and maffacre .' 
I fee, as in a map, the end of all. 

Dutch. Accurfed and unquiet wrangling days ! 

ow many of you have mine eyes beheld ? • 

y hulband loft his life to get the Grown, 
And often up and down my fons were toft, 
For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and lofs. 

,nd being feated, and domeftic broils 
Clean over-blown, themfclves the Conquerors 
Make war upon themfelves, blood againft blood, 
Self againft felf ; O moft prepofterous 
And frantic outrage ! end thy damned fpleen ; 
Or let me die, to look on death.no n]io/e. 

Queen. Come, come, my boy, we will to S^qftuary, 
Madam, farewel. . ; , 

Dutch. Stay, I will go with ycm. 

Queen. You have no caufe. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go. 
And thither bear your treafure and your goods. 
For my part, I'll refign unto your Grace 
The Seal I keep ; and fo betide it me. 
As well I tender you, and all of yours ! 
Go, ril conduft you to the Saniluary. [Epieunt. 

I A. 

ACT III. SCENE L 

/» L O N D O N. 

The Trumpets found. Enter Prince ^ Wales, the Dukes 

of Glouccftcr an^ Buckingham, Archbifhop with others. 

Buckingham. 

WELCOME, fweet Prince, to London *to your 
Chamber. 
G/(^. Welcome, dear Coufin,my thought's Sovereign, 
The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

♦ to your Chamber] London was anticntly called Camera regia. 

Mr. Po^t^ 

M 2 "^TXTVCt, 
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Prince. No, Uncle, but our croffes on the way 
Have made it tedious, wearifome and heavy. 
I want more Uncles Tiere to welcome me. . 

Glo. Sweet Prince, th' untainted virtue of your years 
Hath not yet div'd into the world's deceit : 
Nor more can you diflinguifh of a man. 
Than of his outward ffiew, which, God he knows. 
Seldom or never jumpeth with the heart. 
Thofe Uncles, which you want, were dangerous : 
Your Grace attended to their fugar'd words, 
But look'd not on the poifon of their hearts : 
God keep you from them, and from fuch falfe friends ! 

Frince. God keep me from falfe friends! but they 
were none. 

Glo. My lord, the Mayor of London comes to greet 
you. 

Enter Lord Mayor, 

Mayor. God blefs your Grace with health and 

happy days! 
Trince. I thank you, good my lord, and thank 
you all: 
I thought, my Mother, and my brother York., 
Would long ere this have met us on the way. 
Fie, what a Aug is Hajlings? that he comes not 
To tell U5, whether they will come or no. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Buck. And in good time here comes the fweatipg 

lord. 
Prince. Welcome, my lord ; what, will our mother 

come ? 
Hajl. On what occafion, God he knows, not I, 
The Queen your mother, and your brother Tork^ 
Have taken Sanftuary ; the tender Prince 
Would^fain have come with me to meet your Grace, 
But by his mother was perforce with-held. 
Buck. Fie, what an indireft and peevifh courfe 

Is 
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Is this of hiers ? Lord Cardinal, will your Grace 
Perfuade the Queen to fend the Duke of fork 
Unto his Princely Brother prefcntly ? 
If flie deny, lord Haftings^ you go with him, 
And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Arch. My Lord o^ Buckingham, if my weak orator 
Can from his mother win the Duke of Tork^ 
Anon expeA him here ; but if fhe be 
Obdurate to entreaties, God forbid, 
We fliould infringe the holy privilege 
Of Sanftuary ! not for all thi3 land 
Would I be guilty of fo deep a fin. 

Buck. You arc too fenfelefs-obftinate, my Lord ; 
Too ceremonious, and traditional. 
Wei-gh it but with the Greennefs of his age, 
You break not SanAuary, in feizing him ; 
The benefit thereof is always granted 
To thofe, whofe dealings have deferv'd the place ; 
And thofe, who have the wit to claim the place ; 
This Prince hath neither claim'd it, nor deferv'd it ; 
Therefore, in mine opinion, cannot have it; 
Then taking him from thence, that is not there. 
You break no Privilege nor Charter there : 
Oft have I heard of S^n&uary-men, 
But San^uary children ne'er till now. [once. 

Arch\ *My Lord, you (hall o'er-rule my mind for 
Come on. Lord Hajiings^ will you go with me ? 

Hajt, I go, my Loid. 

[Exeunt Archbijhop and Haftings. 

Frince. Good Lords, make all the fpcedy bafte you 
may. -' 

Say, Uncle Gld'Jler^ if our Brother come, 
Where (hall we fojourn till our Coronation ? 

Glo. Where it feems beft unto your royal felf : 
If I may counfel you, fome day or two 
Your Highnefs (hall repofe you at the Tower : 
Then, where you pleafe, and fhall be thought mod fit 
For your beft health and recreation. 

M 3 Pxvcvtt. 
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Prince. I do not like the Tower of any place.; 
Did Julius Cafar build that place, my Lord ? 

Buck» He did, my gracious Lord, begin that place, 
Which, fince, fucceeding ages have re-edify'd. 

Prince, Is it upon record? or elfe reported 
Succeflively, from age to age, he buiJt it? 

Buck, Upon record, my gracious Lord. 

Prince, But fay, my Lord, it were not regifter'd, 
Methinks, the truth fliould live from age to age, 
As 'twere intailM to all Polterity ; 
Ev'n to the genVal all-ending day. 

Glo, So wife, fo young, they fay, do ne'er live long. 

Prince, What fay you, Uncle? 

Glo, 1 fay, without charaders Fame lives long. 
Thus, like the formal- wife Antiquity ) j^, 

I moralize: Two meanings in one word. ) -^ 

Prince, That Julius Cafar was a fam^tjus man ; 
With what his v.alour did enrich his wit,- . 
His wit fet down to make his valour live : 
Death makes no conqueft of this conqueror ; 
For now he lives in fame, though not in life, 
ril tell you what, my coufm Buckingham. 

Buck, What, my gracious Lord? 

Prince, An if I live until I be a man, 
ril win our ancient Right in France agajn, 
Or die a foldier, as I liv'd a King. 

Glo. Short furamer lightly has a forward fpring. 

Enter York, Haftings, and Archbi/hop, 

Buck, Now in good time here comes the Duke of 
York, 

Prince, Richard of Tork^ how fares our noble brother? 

York, Well, my dread Lord, fo muft I call yon now. 

Prince, Ay, brother, lo our grief, as it is yours; 
Too late he dy'd that might have kept that title, 
Which by his death hath loft much Majefty. 

Glo. How fares our Goufin, noble Lord oiTork? 

York, I thank you, gentle Uncle. O my Lord, 

You 
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You faid, that idle weeds arc faft in growth : 
The Prince my brother hath outgrown me far. 

Glo. He hath,' my Lord. 

York, And therefore is he idle? 

Glo. Oh, my fair Coufin, I muft not fay fo. 

Tork, Then is he more beholden to you than I. 

Glo. He may command me as my Sovereign, 
But you have pow'r in me, as in a kinfman. 

Tork, I pray you. Uncle, give me this your dagger. 

Glo. My dagger, little coufin? with all my heart. 

Prince. A beggar, brother ? 

Tork, Of my kind Uncle, that I know will give; 
And being a toy, it is no grief to give. 

Glo. A greater gift than that Til give my coufin. 

Tork. A greater gift ? O, that's the fword to it. 

Glo. Ay, gentle Coufin, where it light enough. 
^ Tork, O, then I fee, youUl part but with light gifts ; 
In weightier things you'll fay a beggar nay, 

Glo. It is too weighty for your Grace to wear, 

Tork, 1 weigh it lightly, were it heavier. 

Glo. What, would you have my weapon, little Lord ? 

Tork. I would, that I might thank you, as you call 
me. 

Glo. How ? 

Tork. Little. 

Prince. My Lord of Tork will flillbe crofs in talk; 
Uncle, your Grace knows how to bear with him. 

Tork. You mean to bear me, not to bear with rac: 
Uncle, my brother mocks both you and me: 
Becaufe that I am little like an ape, [ders. 

He thinks, that you fliould bear me on your (houl- 

Buck. With what a fharp- provided wit he reafons ! 
To mitigate the fcorn he gives his Uncle, 
He prettily and aptly tauntS himfelf ; 
So cunning, and fo young, is wonderful. 

Glo. My Lord, will't pleafe you pafs along? 
Myfelf, and my good coufin Buckijigham 
Will to your mother, to entreat of her 

M4 -^^ 
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To meet you at the Tower, and welcome you. 

York. What, will you go unto the Tower, my Lord ? 

Prince. My Lord Protcdor needs will have it fo. 

TorL I (hall not fleep in quiet at the Tower. 

Glo. Why, what fliould you fear? 

York, Many, my uncle Clarence' angry ghoft : 
My Grandam told me, he was murder'd there. 

Prince. I fear no Uncles dead, ' 

Glo. Nor none that live, 1 hope. 

Prince. An if they live, I hope, I need not fear. 
But come my Lord, and with a heavy heart, 
Thinking on them, go I unto the Tower. 

[Exeunt Prince^ York, Haftings flrw/ Dorfet. 

Manent Gloucefter, Buckingham and Gatefby. 

Bu^%. Think you, my Lord, this little prating York 
Was not incenfed by his fubtle mother. 
To taunt atKl fcorn you thus opprobrioufly? 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt : oh, *tis a perilous boy, 
Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable; 
He's all the mother's, from the top to toe. [fworix 

jBwf^. Well, let them reft : come, Catejby, thou arl 
As deeply to efFeft what we intend, 
As clofely to conceal what we impart : 
Thou know'.ft our reafons urg'd upon the way; 
What think'ft thou? is it not an eafy matter 
To make Lord William Hajiings of our mind. 
For the inflalment of this noble Duke 
In the feat royal of this famous ifle ? r 

CateJ. He for his father's fake fo loves the Prince, 
That he will not be won to aught againft him. 

Buck. What think'ft thou then of Stanley? will 
not he? 

Catef, He will do all in all as Hajiings doth. 

Buck. Well then, no more than this : go, gentle 
Catejby, 
And, as it were far off, found thou hard Hajiings ^ 
How he doth ftand atfefted to our purpofe ; 

.. And 
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And fummon him to-morrow to the Tower^ 

To fit about the Coronation. 

If thou doft find him tradable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all our reafons : 

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling. 

Be thou fo too ; and fo break off the talk. 

And give us notice of his inclination : 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils. 

Wherein thyfelf fcalt highly be employed. 

Glo, Commend me to Lord William; tell hira, 
Catejbj, 
His ancient knot of dangerous adverfaries 
To-morrow are let blood at P((?ffi/re/-caftle ; 
And bid my friend, for joy of this good news. 
Give miftrefs Shore one gentle kifs the more. 

Buck. Good Catejbj, go, effeft this bufinefs foundly. 
Catef, My good Lords both, with all the heed I can. 
Glo. Shall we hear from you, Cate/by^ ere wc flcep? 
Catef, You fhall, ray Lord. 

Glo. At Crg/^;?-place, there you fhall find us both. 

[Exii Catef. 
Buck. My Lord, what fhall we do; if we perceive. 
Lord Hajlings will not yield to our complots ? ' 

Glo, Chop ofFhishead, man; fomewhat we will do ; 
And look* when I am King, claim thou of me 
The Earlcrom of Hereford, and the moveables. 
Whereof the King, ray brother, flood poffeft. 

Buck, ril claim that promife at your Grace's hand. 
Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kindnefs, 
dtrac, let us fup betiraes ; that, afterwards, 
Wc may digeft our complots in fome form. [Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Before Lord, H^fkings^s Houfe. 
Enter a Mejfenger to the door o/'Haftings. 

Mef. TVyl Y Lord, my Lord, 

iVl Hajt. \wiihin] Who knocks ? 

M 5 ^^^, 
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Mef. One ftom Lord Stanley. 
Hafi, What is't o'clock? 
My. Upon the ftroke of four. 

Enter Lord Haftings. 

Haji. Cannot thy mafter fleep thefe tedious nights? 

Me/, So it appears, by what I have to fay: 
Firft, he commends him to your noble felf. 

HaJl, What then ? 

Mef, Then certifies your Lordfliip, that this night 
He dreamt, the Boar had rafed oflF his helm : 
Befides, he fays, there are two Councils held; 
And That may be determined at the one, 
Which may make you and him to rue at th' other. 
Therefore he fends to know your Lordfhip's pleafure, 
If you will prefently take horfe with him. 
And with all fpeed poft with him tow'rds the north; 
To fhun the danger that his foul divines. 

Hajl. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy Lord, 
Bid him not fear the feparated Councils : 
His honour, and myfeU, are at the one ; 
And, at the other, is my good friend Catejbj; 
Where nothing can proceed, that toucheth us. 
Whereof I fhall not have intelligence : 
Tell him, his fears are (hallow, wanting inftance ; 
And for his dreams, I wonder, he's fo fond 
To truft the mock'ry of unquiet flumbers. 
To fly the boar, before the boar purfues. 
Were to incenfe the boar to follow us; 
And make purfuit, where he did mean no chafe. 
Go, bid thy mafter rife and come to me. 
And we will both together to the Tower^ 
Where, he fhall fee, the boar will ufe us kindly. 

Mef. Til go, my Lord, and tell him what you fay. 

[Exii. 

Enter Gatcfby. 

Catef. Many good-morrows to my noble Lord ! 

Hajt. 
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Haji. Good-morrow, Catejby, you are early flirring : 
What nevvs, what news, in this our tott'ring State? 

Cntef. It is a reeling world, indeed, my Lord ; 
And, I believe, will never ftand upright. 
Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Haft. How! wear the garland? doft thou mean 
the crown ? 

Catef, Ay, my good Lord. 

Hajt, ril have this crown of mine cut from my 
Ihoulders, 
Before FlI fee the crown fo foul mifplac'd. 
But canft thou guefs that he doth aim at it ? 

Catef. Ay, on my life, and hopes to find you for- 
ward 
Upon his party, for the gain thereof: 
And thereupon he fends you this good news. 
That this fame very day your enemies, 
The kindred of the Queen, muft die at Pomfret. 

Hafi. Indeed I am no mourner for that news, 
Becaufe tbey have been ftill my adverfari^s ; 
But that I'll give my voice on RicharcT sSid^^ 
To bar my mailer's heirs in true defent, 
God knows, I will not do it, to the death* 

Catef. God keep your Lordlhip in that gracious 
mind ! 

Hajl, But I Ihall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence, 
That they, who brought me in my matter's hate, 
I live to look upon their tragedy. 
Well, Catefby^ ere a fortnight make me older, 
I'll fend fome packing that yet think not on't. 

Catef 'Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious Lord, 
When men are unprepar'd and look not for it. 

Haji, O monftrous, monftrous ! and fo falls it out 
With Rivers^ Vaughan, Grey; and fo 'twill do 
With fome men elfe, who think themfelves as fafe 
As thou and I; who, as thou know'ft, are dear 
To Princely Richard and to Buckingham. 

M 6 C^cxu^, 
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Catef, The Princes both make high account of 

you 

For they account his head upon the bridge. [AJide, 
Haft. I know, they do ; and I have well deferv'd it. 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-fpear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go fo unprovided? 

Stan. My Lord, good-morrow; and, good-mor- 
row, Catejby; 
You may jeft on, but, by the holy rood, 
I do not like thefe feveral Councils, I. 

Hajl. My Lord, I hold my life as dear as you do 
yours. 
And never in my days, I do proteft. 
Was it fo precious to me as 'tis now ; 
Think you, but that I know our ftate fecure, 
I would be fo triumphant as I am ? 

Stan. The Lords at Pomfret^ when they rode from 
London^ 
Were jocund, and fupposM, their dates were fure ; 
And they, indeed, had no caufe to miftruft ; 
But yet, you fee ; how foon the day o'er-caft. 
This fudden flab of rancor I mifdoubt; 
Pray God, I fay, I prove a needlefs coward ! 
What, (hall we tow'rd the Tower? the day is fpent. 

Hajl. Come, come, have with you : wot yet what, 
my Lord ? 
To-day the Lords, you talk of, are beheaded. 

Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear their 
heads. 
Than fome, that have accused them, wear their hats. 
But come, my Lord, away. 

Enter a Purfuivant. 

Hajl. Go on before, FU talk with this good fellow. 
[Exeunt Lord Stanley and Catefby. 
Sirrah, how now ? how goes the world with thee ? 

Pur/. 
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Purf, The better, that your Lordfliip pleafe to afk. 

Hajl, I tell thee, man, 'tis better, with me now. 
Than when thou met'ft me laft where now we meet ; 
Then I was going prifoner to the Tower^ 
By the fuggeftion of the Queen's allies. 
But now I tell thee, (keep it to thyfelf,) 
This day thofe enemies are put to death ; 
And I in better ftate, than e'er I was. 

Furf. God hold it to your Honour's good content! 

Haft, Gramercy, fellow; there, drink that for me. 

\Throws him his purfe, 

Furf, I thank your Honour, [Exit Purfuivant. 

Enter a Prieft, 

Frieft, Well met, my Lord, I'm glad to fee your 

Honour. 
Haft, I thank thee, good Sir John^ with all my 
heart; 
I'm in your debt for your laft exercife : 
Come the next fabbath, and I will content you. 

[He whifpers. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Buck, What, talking with a Prieft, Lord Chamber- 
Iain ? 
Your friends at Pom/ret they do need a Prieft, 
Your Honour hath no fliriving work in hand. 

Haft, Good faith, and when I met this holy man* 
The men, you talk of, came into my mind. 
What, go you tow'rd the Tower ? 

Buck. I do, my Lord, but long I fliall not flay: 
I fhall return before your Lordfhip thence. 

Haji, Nay, like enough, for 1 ftay dinner there. 

Buck, And fupper too, altho' thou know'ft it not. 

[Afidi. 
Come, will you go? 

HaJi, I'll wait upon your Lordftiip. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 

Changes to Tomhti-Cajite. 

Enter Sir Richard RatclifF, with haljjte/ts^ carrying Lord 
Rivers, Lord Richard Gray, and Sir Thomas 
Vaughan to Death. .^^ ' 

Rat, /^ O M E, bring forth the prifoners. 

\ji Riv, Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, 
To day (halt thou behold a fubjeft die 
For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Gray, God keep the Prince from all the pack of you, 
A knot you are of damned blood-fuckers. 

Vaugh, You live, that (hall cry woe for this here- 
after. 

Rat, Difpatch; the limit of your lives is out. 

Riv, O Pomfret, Pom/ret ! O thou bloody prifon. 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers I 
Within the guilty clofure of thy walls 
Richard the Second, here, was hackM to death : 
And, for more flander to thy difmal feat. 
We give to thee our guilllefs blood to drink. 

Gray, Now Marg'refs curfe is fall'nupon our heads, 
When file exclaim'd on Hajiings, you, and I, 
For ftanding by when Richard ftabb'd her fon.. 

Riv. Then cursM {he Richard, curs'd flie Buckingham^ 
Then cursM flie Hajiings, O remember, God ! 
To hear her prayer for them, as now for us : 
As for my fitter and her princely fons. 
Be fatisfy'd, dear God, with our true blood : 
Which, as thou know'ft, unjuftly'muft be fpilt. 

Rat, Make hafle, the hour of death is now expir'd. 

Riv. Come, Gray; come, Vaughan; let us all em- 
brace ; 
Farewel, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 

SCENE- 
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S C E N E V. 

The TOWER, 

Backingham, Stanley, Haftings, Bijhop o/Ely, Catef- 

by, Lovel, with others^ at a table. 
Haft. TVT ^^' noble Peers, the caufe why we are 

i\l met 
Is to determine of the coronation : 
In God's name fpeak, when is the royal day ? 

Buck, Are all things ready for that royal time? 

Stan. They are, and want but nomination. 

Ely. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 

Buck,^ Who knows the Lord Proteftor's mind 
herein? 
Who is mod inward with the noble Duke? 

Ely, Your Grace, we think, fhould fooneft know 
his mind. 

Buck. We know each other's faces; for our hearts. 
He knows no more of mine, than I of yours; 
Nor I of his, my Lord, than you of mine : 
Lord Hajiings, you and he are near in love. 

Haft. I thank his Grace, I know, he lovfes me well: 
But for his purpofe in the Coronation, 
I have hot founded him ; nor he delivered 
His gracious pleafure any way therein : 
But you, my noble Lord, may name the time, 
And in the Duke's behalf Til give my voice, 
Which, 1 prefume, he'll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucefler. 

Ely. In happy time here comes the Duke himfelf. 

Glo. My noble Lords and Goufins all, good morrow; 
I have been long a fleeper; but, I truft. 
My abfence doth negleft no great defign ; 
Which by my prefence might have been concluded. 

Buck, Had you not come upon your cue, my Lord, 
William Lord Hajiings had pronounc'd your part ; 
I mean, your voice for crowning of the King. 
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Glo, Than my Lord Hajiings no man might be 
bolder. 
His Lordfliip knows me well, and loves me well. 
My Lord of Ely^ when I was lad in Holbourn^ 
I faw good flrawberrics in your garden there; 
I do befeech you, fend for fome of them. 

Ely, Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

[Exit Ely. 

Glo, Coufin of Buckingham, a word with you. 
Cate/by hath founded Hqftings in our bufinefs^ 
And finds the tefly gentleman fo hot, 
That he will lofe his head, ere give Gonfent, 
His Matter's Son, as worfliipfuUy he terms it. 
Shall lofe the Royalty oi England's Throne. 

Buck, Withdrawyourfelf a while, I'll go with you. 

[Exeunt Glo. and fiuck. 

Stan. We have not yet fet down this day of Triumph: 
To morrow, in my judgment, is too fuddcn ; 
For I myfelf am not fo well provided. 
As elfe I would be, were the day prolonged. 

Re-enter Bijhop of fily. 

Ely, Where is my lord the Duke oi GlouceJIer 7 
I have fent for thefe flrawberrics. [morning; 

Haji, His Grace looks chearfully and fmooth this 
There's fome conceit, or other, likes him well. 
When that he bids good-morrow with fuch fpirit. 
I think, there's ne'er a man in Chriftendom 
Can ieffer hide his love, or hate, than he; 
For by his face ftrait fhall you know his heart. 

Stan, What of his heart perceive you in his face, 
By any likelihood he fhew'd to day? 

Hajl. Marry, that with no man here he is ofTended : 
For were he, he had Ihewn it in his looks. 

Re-enter Gloucefter and Buckingham. 
Glo, I pray you all, tell me what they defervc. 
That do confpire my death with deviliOi plots 

Of 
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Of damned Witchcraft ; and that have prevailed 
Upon my body with their hcllifh Charms. 

Haft. The tender love I bear your Grace, my lord. 
Makes me moft forward in this Princely prefence, 
To doom th' offenders, whofoe'er they be : 
1 fay, my lord, they have deferved death. 

Glo, Then be your eyes the witnefs of their evil; 
Look, how I am bewitch'd ; behold, mine arm 
Is, like a blafted Sapling, wither^ up : 
And this is Edward's wife, that monftrous witch, 
Conforted with that harlpt, (trumpet Shorty 
That by their witchcraft thus have marked me. 

Haft. If they have done this deed, my noble lord- 

Glo. If? thou Proteftor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Talk'ft thou to me of Ifs ? thou art a traitor 

Off with his head now, by St. Vaui 1 fwear, 

I will not dine until I fee the fame. 

Lovel and Catejhy^ look, that it be done: 

The reft, that love me, rife and follow me. [£xean/. 

Manent Lovel and Catelby, with the lord- Haftings. 

Haft. Woe, woe, for England, not a whit for me ! 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dream, the boar did rafe our helms ; 
But I did fcorn it, and difdain to fly : 
Three times to day my foot-cloth horfe did ftumble. 
And ftarted when he look'd upon the Tower; 
As loth to bear me to the flaughier-houfe. 
O, now I need thee prieft that fpake to me : 
1 now repent, I told the Purfuivant, 
As too triumphing, how mine enemies 
To-day at Pom/ret bloodily were butcher'd. 
And 1 myfelf fecure in grace and favour. 
Oh, MargWet^ Mar g" ret, now thy heavy Curfe 
Is lighted on poor Hajlings' wretched head. 

Catef, Gome, come, difpatch ; the Dtike would be 
at dinner. 
Make a Ihort (brift, he longs to fee your head. 
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Haft, O momentary grace of mortal men. 
Which we more hunt for than the Grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks. 
Lives like a drunken failor on a maft. 
Ready with every Nod to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov, Come, come, difp^itch, 'tis bootlefs to exclaim. 

Haft, O, bloody Richard! miferable £ng/^ni / 
I prophefy the fearful'ft time to thee. 
That ever wretched Age hath look'd upon. 
Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head: 
They fmile at Me, who fliortly (hall be dead. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE \a. 

Changes to the Tower-walls, 

Enter Gloucefler and Buckingham in nifty armour, 
marvellous ill-favoured, 

Glo, /^OME, Coufin, canft thou quake and change 

V>* thy colour, 
Murder thy breath in middle of a word, 
And then again begin, and flop again. 
As if thou wert diftraught, and mad with terror? 

Buck, Tut, I can counterfeit the deep Tragedian, 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every fide; 
Tremble andilart at wagging of a fti^w, 
Intendii\'g deep fufpicion : ghaftly looks 
Are at my fervice, like enforced fmiles ; 
And both are ready in their offices. 
At any time to grace my ilratagems, 

Glo. Here comes the Mayor. 

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. Lord 
Mayor, 

Enter the Lord Mayor, attended. 

Glo. Look to the draw-bridge there. 
Buck, Hark, a drum ! 

* Glo, 
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Glo* Cate/by^ overlook the walls. 
Buck. Lord Mayor, the reafon we have feat— 
Glo. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard us! 

Enter Lovel and Catefby with Haftings'j head. 

Glo. Be patient, they are friends; Catejby and 
Lovel. 

Lov, Here is the head of that ignoble traitor. 
The dangerous 'and unfufpeded Hajlings* 

Glo. So dear I lov'd the man, that I muft weep : 
I took him for the plaineft, harmlefs creature, 
That breath'd upon the earth a chriflian: 
Made him ray book, wherein my foul recorded 
The hiftory of all her fecret thoughts ; 
So fmooih he daub'd«his vice with Ihew of virtue, 
That (his apparent open guilt omitted, 
I mean, his converfation with Shore's wife) 
He liv'd from all attainder of Sufpcfi. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert'ft flielter'd 

traitor 

Would you imagine, or almoft believe, 
(Were't not, that by great prefervation 
We live to tell it) thai the fubtle traitor 
This day had plotted, in the Council-houfe, 
To murder me and my gaod lord of Glo'Jler. 

Mayor. What ? had he fo ? 

Glo. What! think you, we are Turks or Infidels ? 
Or that we would, againft the form of law. 
Proceed thus ralhly to the villain's death; 
But that the extreme peril of the cafe, 
The peace of England^ and our Perfon's fafety. 
Enforced us to this execution? 

Mayor. Now, fair befall you! he deferv'dhis death; 
And your good Graces both have well proceeded, 
To warn falfe traitors from the like attempts. 
I never look'd for better at his hands, 
After he once fell in with miftrefs Shore. 
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Buck. Yet had not we determin'd he (hotild die,. 
Until your lordfliip came to fee his end ; 
AVhich now the loving hafte of thefe our friends. 
Something againft our meaning, hath prevented; 
Becaufe, my lord. We would have had you heard 
The traitor fpealc ; and timVoufly confefs 
The manner and the purpofe of his treafons : 
That you might well have fignify'd the fame 
Unto the Citizens, who, haply, may 
Mifconflrue us in him, and wail his death. 

Mayor. But, my good lord, your Grace's word 
(hall fervc, 
As well as I had feeh and heard him fpeak : 
And do not doubt, right-noble Princes both, 
But ril acquaint our duteous citizens, 
With all your juft proceedings in this cafe. 

Glo, And to that end we wifh'd your lordfliip here, 
T' avoid the cenfures of the carping world. 

Buck, But fince you come too hite of our intent, 
Yet witnefs, what, you hear, we did intend : 
And fo, my good lord Mayor, we bid farewel. 

[Exit Mayor. 

Glo, Go after, after, Coufin Buckingham, 
The Mayor towards Guild-Hall hies him in all poll; 
There, at your meeteft 'vantage of the time, 
Infer the baftardy of Edward's children ; 
Tell them, how Edward put to death a Citizen, 
Only for faying, he would make his fon 
Heir to the Crown ; meaning, indeed, his houfe. 
Which by the fig n thereof was termed fo. 
Moreover, urge his hateful luxury. 
And beftial appetite in change of luft. 
Which flretch'dunto their fervants, daughters, wives, 
Ev'n where his ranging eye, orfavage heart. 
Without controul, lufted to make a prey. 
Nay, for a need, thus far come near my perfon : 
Tell them, when that my Mother went with child 
Of that infatiate Edward, noble Tork 

My 
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My Princely father then had wars in France; 
And, by jull computation oF the time, 
Found that the lifue was not his begot: 
Which well appeared in his lineaments, 
Being nothing like the noble Duke, my father : 
Yet touch this fparingly, as 'twere far off, 
Becaufe, my lord, you know, my mother lives* 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord, Til play the orator 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead. 
Were for myfelf; and fo, my lord, adieu. 

Glo, If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard^s 
Cattle, 
Where you (hall find me well accompanied 
With reverend fathers and well-learned bifhops. 

Buck, 1 go, and towards three or four o'clock 
Look for the news that the Guild-Hall aflFords. 

[Exit Buck. 

Glo, Go, Lovely with all fpeed to Doftor Shaw. 
Go ihou to Fryar Feuker ; bid them both 
Meet me within this Ylour at Baynard's Cattle. 

[JExeunt Lov. and C^uL fever ally. 
Now will I go to take fome privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of fight ; 
And to give order, that no fort of perfon 
Have, any time, recourfe unto the Princes. [Exit. 

Enter a Scrivener. 

Scriv. Here is th' Indiftment of the good lord 
Hajlings, 
Which in a fet hand fairly is engrofs'd; 
That it may be to-day read o'er in Pauls^ 
And, mark, how well the fequel hangs together : 
Eleven hours I've fpent to write it over. 
For yefternight by Cate/by was it fent me r 
The precedent was full as long a doing. 
And yet within thqfe five hours Hajlings I'lv^d 
Untainted, unexamin'd, free at liberty. 
Here's a good world the while; who k fo ^taC^^ 
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That cannot fee this palpable device? 
Yet who fo bold, but fays, he fees it not? 
Bad is the world ; arid all will come to nought. 
When fuch ill dealings muft be feenirir thought. [Exit, 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to Baynard'i Cajlle, 
Enter Gloucefter and Buckingham, atfeveral doors, 
Glo. T TOW now, how now, what fay the citizens? 
XjL Buck, Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, fay not a word. 

Glo, Touch'tl you the baftardy of Edward's children? 
Buck. I did, with his Contrad with lady Lucy^ 
And his Contraci: by Deputy in France; 
Th' unfatiate greedinefs of his defires, 
And his enforcement of the city-wives ;. 
His tyranny for trifles ; his own baftardy, 
As being got, your father then in France, 
And his refemblance, being not like the Duke. 
Withal, I did infer your lineaments. 
Being the right idea of your father. 
Both in your form and noblenefs of mind : 
Laid open all your vidories in Scotland; 
Your difcipline in war, wifdom in peace. 
Your bounty, virtue, fair humility : 
Indeed, left nothing fitting for the purpofe 
Untouched, or flightly handled in difcourfe. 
And when my Oratory grew toward end, 
1 bid them, that did love their Country's Good, 
Cry, God fave Richard, England's royal King ! 
Glo, And did they f o ? ' 

Buck, No, fo God help me, they fpake not a word ; 
But like dumb ftatues, or unbreathing ftones, 
Star'd each on other, and looked deadly pale : 
Which when I faw, I reprehended them ; 
And afk'd the Mayor, what meant this wilful filence? 
His Anfwet was, the People were not ufed 

, .To 
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To be fpoke to, except by the Recorder. 
Then he was urg'd to tell my Tale again : 
Thus faith the l3uke, thus hath the Duke inferred. 
But nothing fpoke in warrant from himfelf. 
When he had done, fome followers of mine own. 
At lower end q'th' Hall, hurfd up their caps, 
And fome ten voices cry'd, God fave king Richard! 
And thus I took the vantage of thofe few : 
Thanks, gentle citizens and friends, quoth I, 
This general applaiifc and chearful (bout 
Argues your wifdom, and your love to Richard. 
And even here brake oflF, and came away. 

Glo, What tonguelefs blocks were they, would they 
not fpeak ? 
Will not the Mayor then and his brethren come ? 

Btick The Mayor is here at hand; intend fome fear; 
Be not you fpoke with, but by mighty fuit ; 
And look you get a prayer-book in your hand. 
And (land between two Churchmen, good my lord; 
For on that ground I'll build a holy defcant : 
And be not eafily won to our requefts: 
Play the maid's part, fUll anfwer nay^ and take it. 

Glo. I go : and if you plead as well for them, 
As 1 can fay nay to thee, for myfelf ; 
No doubt, we'll bring it to a happy ifTue. [Exit Glo. 

Buck. Go, go up to the leads, the Lord Mayor 
knocks. 

Enter Lord Mayor and Citizens. 
Welcome, my lord. I dance attendance here ; 
I think, the Duke will not be fpoke withal. 

Enter Catefby. 

Buck, Catejby^ what fays your lord to my requeft ? 

Catejby. He doth intreat your Grace, my noble lord, 
To vifu him lo-mOrrow, or next day ; 
He is within, with two right-reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation ; 
And in no worldly fuits would he be mov'd, 
To draw him from his holy ex.cic\fe, v 'ftucV, 
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Buck. Return, good Catejby, to the gracious Duke f 
Tell him, myfelf, the Mayor and Aidernjen, 
In deep defigns, in matter of great moment. 
No lefs importing than our gen'ral Good, 
Are come to have fome confrence with his Grace. 
CateJ, I'll fignify fo much unto him ftrait. [Exit. 
Buck. Ah, ah ! my lord, this Prince is not an Ed- 
He is not lolling on a lewd love-bed, [wardf 

But on his knees at meditation : 
Not dallying with a brace of Courtezans, 
But meditating with two deep Divines : 
Not fleeping, to engrofs his idle body. 
But praying, to enrich his watchful foul. 
Happy were England, would this virtuous Prince 
Take on his Grace the Sovereignty thereof; 
But, fure, I fear, we fliall not win him to it. 

Mayor. Marry, God fhield, his Grace Ihould fay 

us nay ! 
Buck, I fear, he will ; here Catejby comes again, 
^n/er Catefby, 
€atejby, what fays his Grace? 

Catef, He wonders to what end you have affembled 
Such troops of Citii^ns to come to him. 
His Grace not being warned thereof before : 
He fears, my lord, you mean no good to him. 
Buck. Sorry I am, my noble Coufin fliould 
SufpeA me, that I mean no good to him : 
By heav'n, we come to him in perfed love, 
And fo once more return, and tell his Grace. 

[Exit Cate%. 
When holy and devout religious men 
Are at their beads, 'tis hard to draw them thence. 
So fweet is zealous Contemplation. 

S C E. N E VIII. 

£nter Gloucefter ahove^ between two Bijhopi, Catefby 

returns. 
Mayor. Q EE, where his Grace ftands 'tween two 
a3 Clergymen. Buck. 
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Buck. Two props of Virtue, for aChriftian Prince, 
To ftay him fropa the fail of Vanity: 
And fee, a book of prayer in his hand, 
True ornaments to know a holy man. 
Famous Plantagenet ! moft gracious Prince, 
Lend favoijrable ear to our requefts ; 
And pajrdon us the interruption 
Of thy devotion and right-chriftian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no fuch apology ; 
I do befeech ydur Grace to pardon me, 
Who, earneft in the fervice of my God, 
Deferred the vifitation of my friends :. 
But, leaving this, what is your Grace's pleafure ? 

Buck. Ev'nThat, I hope, which pleafeth God above, 
And all good men of this ungovern'd Ifle. 

Glo. I do fufpe6l, I have done fome offence. 
That feems difgracious in the City's eye ; 
And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 

Buck. You have, my lord : would it might pleafe 
your Grace, 
On our entreaties, to amend your fault. 

Glo. Elfe wherefore breathe I in a Ghriftian Land? 

Buck. Know then, it is your fault that ydu refign 
The fupreme Seat, the Throne majeftical. 
The fcepter'd Office of your Anceftors, 
Your State of fortune, and your due of Birth, 
The lineal Glory of your royal Houfe, 
To the corruption of a blemifti'd Stock: 
"While in the mildnefs of your fleepy thoughts, 
Whicli here we waken to our Country's Good, 
The noble Ifle doth want her proper limbs : 
Her face defac'd with fears of infamy. 
Her royal Stock graft with ignoble plants, 
And almofi Ihoulder'd in the fwallowing gulph 
Of dark forgetfulnefs, and deep oblivion: 
Which to re-cure, we heartily folicit 
Your gracious felf tp take on you the Charge 
And kingly Government of this your Land: 
\ . Vol. Vi. N ^^x 
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Not as Proteftor, Steward, Subftitute, 

Or lowly Faftor for another's gain ; 

But as fucceffively, from blood to blood, 

Your Right of Birth, your Empery, your own. 

For this, conforted with the Citizens, 

Your very worfliipful and loving friends, 

And by their vehement inftigation. 

In this juft fuit come I to move your Grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in filence, 
Or bitterly to fpeak in your reproof,^ 
Beft fitteth my degree, or your condition. 
For not to anfwer, you might, haply, think, 
Torigue-ty'd Ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of Sovereignty, 
Which fondly you would here impofe on me: 
If to reprove you for this fuit of yours. 
So feafonM with your faithful love to me. 

Then, on the other fide, I checkM my friends. 

Therefore to fpeak, and to avoid the firft^ 

And then, in fpeaking, not incur the laft. 

Definitively thus I anfwer you. 

Your love deferves my thanks; but my defert, 

Unmeritable, fhuns your high requeft. 

Firft, if all obftacles were cut away. 

And that my path were even to the Crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 

I'^t fo much is my poverty of fpirit, 

So mighty and fo many my defefts, 
^.That 1 would rather hide me from my Greatncfs, 

Being a Bark to brook no mighty Sea ; 

Than in my Greatncfs covet to he hid. 

And in the vapour of my Glory fmother'd. 

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me. 

And much I need to help you, were there Need: 

The -royal tree hath left us royal fruit. 

Which, mellowed by the fteali*ig hours of time. 

Will well become the Seat ofMajefty ; 

And make us, doubtlefs, happy by his Reign. 

On 
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On hira I lay what you would lay on me, 
The Right and Fortune of his happy ftars w 
Which, God defend, that I fhould wring from him ! 
Buck, My lord, thisr argues confciencc in your Grace. 
But the refpeds thereof are nice and trivial, 
All circumftances well confidered. 
You fay, that Edxnard is your brother's fon ; 
So fay we too, but not by Edward's wife: 
For firft wa^s he contraft to lady Lucy . 
Your mother li^es a witnefs to that Vow ; 
And afterward by Subftitute betroth'd 
To Bona^ filler lo the King oi France. 
Thefe both put off, a poor Petitioner, 
A care-craz'd mot^r of a many children, 
A beauty-waining, and deftrelfed Widow, 
Ev'n in the afternoon of her beft days, 
Made prize and purchafe of his wanton eye ; 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To bafe declenfion and loath'd bigamy. 
By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 
This Edward^ whom our manners call the Prince. 
More bitterly could I expoftulate. 
Save that, for reverence of fome alive, 
I give a fparing limit to my tongue. 
Then, good my lord, take to your royal felf 
This proflFer'd benefit of Dignify : 
If not to blefs Us and the Land withal, • 

Yet to draw forth your noble Anceftry 
From the corruption of abufing time, 
Unto a lineal, true-derived courfc. [you. 

Mayor, Do, good my lord, your Citizens intreat 
Buck, Refufe not, mighty lord, this proffer'd love. 
Catef, O make them joyful, grant their lawful fuit. 
Glo, Alas, why (houldyou heap thefe cares on me? 
I am unfit for State and Majefty. 
I do befeech you take it not amifs ; 
I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refufe it, as, in love and zeal^ 
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Loth to depofe the Child, your brother's Son, 

(As well we know your tendernefs of heart. 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorfe, 

Which we have noted in you to your kindred. 

And equally, indeed, to all eftates) 

Yet know, wheV you accept our fuit or no. 

Your brother's fon fliall never reign our King; 

But we will plant fome other in the Throne, 

To the difgrace and downfal of your Houfe : 

And in this refolution here we leave you. 

Come, Citizens, we will intreat no more. [Exeunt, 

Catef. C-all them again, fweet Prince, accept their 
fuit ; 
If you deny them, all the Land wj|| rue it. 

Qlo, Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Call them again ; I am not made of ftone, 

[Exit Catefby. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties; 
Albeit againft my confcience and my foul. 

Re-enter Buckingham, and the rejl, 
Coufin of Buckingham^ and fage, grave men. 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back 
To bear her burden, whether I well or no, 
I muft have patience to endure the load. 
But if black Scandal, or foul-fac'd Reproach, 
Attend the fequel of your impofition, 
Your mere enforcement fliall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and ftains thereof. 
For God doth know, and you may partly fee, 
How far I am from the defire of this. 

Mayor, God blefs your Grace I we fee it, and will 
fay it. 

Glo, In faying fo, you fliall but fay the truth. 

Buck, Then I falute you with this royal Title, 
Long live King Richard^ England's worthy King. 

All. Amen. 

J^ucjii. To-morrow may it pleafeyou to be crown'd? 

' V Glo. 
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Glo, Ev'n when you pleafe, for you will have it fo. 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your Grace, 
And fo mod joyfully we take our leave. 

Glo, Come, let us to our holy Work again. 
Farewel, my Coufin ^farewel, gentle friends. [^Exeunt. 



A C T IV. S G E N E L 

Before the Tower. 

Enter the Queen^ Dutchefs of York, and Marquefs of 
Dorfet, at one Door; Anpe, Dutchefs of Gloucefter, 
leading Lady Margaret Plantagcnct, Ci^rtnct^ s young 
Daughter^ at the other. 

Dutchess. 

WHO meets us here? my Neicc Eantagenet, 
Led in the hand of her kind Aunt of Glolfterf 
Now, f6r my life fhe's wandring to the Tower^ 
On pure heart's love, to greet the tender Princes. 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your Graces both 
A happy and a joyful time of day. 
. Queen, Sifter, well met; whither away fo faft? 
Anne» No farther than the Tower ; and, as I gucfs, 
Upon the like devotion as yourfelves, 
To gratulate the gentle Princes there. 

Queen, Kind fitter, thanks; we'll enter all together. 

Enter the Lieutenant. ^ 

And in good time here the Lieutenant comes. 
Matter Lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 
How doth the Prince, and my young fon of Torkf 

Lieut, Right well, dear Madam ; by your patience, 
I may not fufier you to vifit them; 
The King hath ftriftly charg'd the contrary. 

Queen, The King? who's That ? 

N 3 lAtuVj,'^ 
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Lieu, I mean, the Lord Protcflor. 

Queen. The Lord prote£l him from that kingly title f 
Hath he fet bounds between their love and me ? 
I am their mother, who (hall bar me from them ? 

Dutch. I am their father's mother. I will fee them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their mother : 
Then bring me to their fights, I'll bear thy blame, 
And take thy office from thee on my peril. 

Lieu.. No, Madam, no, I may not leave it fo : 
I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[Exit Lieu. 
Enter Stanley. 

Stan. Let me but meet you, Ladies, one hour hence, 
And ril falute your Grace of York as mother 
And reverend looker on of two fair Queens. 
Come, Madam, you muft ftrait to Wejtminfler^ 
There to be crowned Richard^ s royal Queen. 

Qiteen. Ah, cut my lace afunder. 
That my pent heart may have fome fcopc to beat, 
Or Mt 1 fwoon with this dead-killing news ! 

Anne. Defpightful tidings, O unpleafmg news ! 

Dor. Be of good cheer : Mother, how fares your 
Grace ! 
- Queen. O JQ0fit, fpeak not to me, get thee hence. 
Death and deftrudion dog thee at thy heels. 
Thy mother's name is ominous to children. 
If thou wilt outftrip death, go crofs the feas ; 
And live with Richmond.^ from the reach of hell. 
jGo, hye thee, hye thee from this flaughter-houfe. 
Left thou increafe the number of the dead ; 
And make me die the thrall oi Marg'ret'^s curfe ; 
Nor mother, wife, nor England's counted Queen. 

Stan. Full of wife care is this your counfel. Madam; 
Tak^ all the fwift advantage of the time; 
You fliall have letters from me to my fon 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 
T Be not ta'en tardy by unwife delay. 

Dutch, O Ill-difperfing wind of mifery ! 



King RICHARD III. ^.71 

O my accurfed womb, the bed of death ! 
A cockatrice haft thou hatch'd to the world, 
Whofe unavoided eye is murderous. 

Stan, Gome, Madam, come, I in all hafte was fcnt. 
Anne, And I with all unwillingnefs will go. 
O, would to God, that the inclufive verge 
Of golden metal, that muft round my brow, 
Were red-hot fteel, to fear me to the brain! 
Annointed let me be with deadly venom, 
And die, ere men can fay, God fave the Queen ! 

Queen. Go, go, poor foul, I envy not thy glory; 
To feed my humour, wifli thyfelf no harm. 

Anne, No ! why ? — When he, that is my hufband 
now, 
Came to me, as I followed Henry s coarfe; 
When fcarqe the blood was well wafh'd from his hands, 
Which iffuM from my other angel hufband, 
And that dear Saint, which then I weeping folio wM: 
O when, I fay, I look'd on Richard's face. 
This was my wi(h, * Be thou, quoth I, accurs'd, 
' For making me, fo young, fo old a widow ! 
^ And when thou wed'fl, let forrow haunt thy bed ; 
'' And be thy wife, if any be fo mad, 
V More miferable by the life of thee, 
* Than thou haft made me, by my dear Lord's death !' 
Lo, ere 1 can repeat this curfe again. 
Within foiaaall a time, my woman's heart 
Grofly grew captive to his honey words. 
And prov'd the fubjeA of mine own foul's curfe : 
Which ever fince hath held mine eyes from reft. 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of fleep, 
But with his tim'rous dreams was ftill awak'd. 
Belides, he hates me for my father Warwick; 
And will, no doubt, fliortly be rid of me. 

Queen. Poor hearf, adieu, I pity thy complaining. 
Anne. No more than with my foul 1 mp.urn for yours. 
-Dor, Farewel, thou woful welcomer of Glory ! - 
N 4 Aun.tv 
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Anne. Adieu, poor foul, thattak'ft thy leave of it f 
Dutch, Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune 
guide thee ! \to Dorfet. 

Go thou to Richard, and good Angels tend thee ! 

[To Anne. 
Go thou to Sanfluary, good thoughts poflefs thee ! 

[To the Queen. 
I to my grave, where peace and reft lie with me I 
Eighty odd years of forrow have^I feen, 
And each hour's joy wreck'd with a week of teen. 

Q7i«w. Stay; yetlook back, with me untafheTlt^w^r. 
Pity, you ancient ftones, thofe tender babes, 
"Whom envy hath immur'd within your walls ! 
Rough cradle for fuch little pretty ones ! 
Rude ragged nurfe ! old fullen play-fellows. 
For tender Princes ; ufc my babies well I 
So fooliih forrow bids your ftones farewel. [Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Changes to the Court, 

Eouri/h of Trumpets, Enter Glouceftcr as King^ Buck- 
ingham, Catcfby. 
K.Rich. QTAND all apart-Coufin 6f Buckingham,-- 
O Buck. My gracious Sovereign ! 

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy ad- 
And thy afliftance, is King Rithard feated: [vice. 
But fhall we wear thefe glories for a day? 
Or fhall they laft, arid we rejoice in them! 

Buck. Still live they, and for ever let them laft ! 

K. Rich. Ah ! Buckingham, now do I ply the touch. 
To try if thou be current gold, indeed : 
Yonng Edward lives — think now, what I would fpeak. 

Buck. Stay on, my loving lord. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I fay, I would be King. 

Buck."Why, fo you are, my thrice-renowned Liege. 

K.Rich. Ha! am I King? 'tis fo but Edward 

Buck. True, noble Prince* [lives 

K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. O bitter confcquence ! 

That Edward ftill {hoald live -true, noble Prince. 

Goufin, thou wert not wont to be fo dull. 
Shall I be plain? I wifh the baftards dead ; 
And I would have it fuddcnly performed. 
What fay'ft thou now? fpeak fuddenly, be brief. 

Buck. Your Grace may do your pleafure. 

K. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindnefs 
freezes ; 
Say, have I thy confent that they fliall die? [Lord, 

Buck. Give me fome breath, fomc little paufe, dear 
Before I pafitively fpeak in this : 
I will refolve your Grace immediately. [Exit Buck. 

Catef. The King is angry, fee, he gnaws his lip. 

K. Rich, I will converfe with iron-witted fools, 
And unrefpedive boys ; none are for me, 
That look into me with confidVate eyes. 
High-reaching Buckingham grows circumfped. 
Boy, 

Fage. My Lord. [gold 

K. Rich. Know'ft thou not any, whom corrupting 
Would tempt unto a clofe exploit of death? 

Fage. I know a difcontented Gentleman, 
Whofe humble means match not his haughty fpirit r 
Gold werq as good as twenty orators. 
And will, no doubt, tempt him to any thing, 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Fage. His name, my Lord, is TirreL 

K. Rich. I partly know the man; go call him hi- 
ther. [Exit Boy. 
The deep revolving witty Buckingham 
No more (hall be the neighbour to my counfels. 
Hath he fo long held out with me untir'd. 
And flops he now for breath? well, be it fo. 

Enter Stanley. 

How now. Lord Stanley^ what's the news ? 
Stan. My Lord, 

N 5 ^V^ 
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The Marquifs Dorfet, as I hear, is fled 

To Richmond^ in the Parts where he abides. 

K. Rich, Come hither, Catejby ;x\xraovix it abroad. 
That Anne my wife is fick, and like to die. 
I will take order for her keeping clofe. 
Inquire me out fome mean-born gentleman, 
Whom I will marry ftrait to Clarence* daughter. — r 
(The boy is foolifti, and I fear not him.) 
Look, how thou dream'ft, — I fay again, give out. 
That Anne my Queen is fick, and like to die. 
About it; for it ftands me much upon 
To ftop all hopes, whofe growth may damage me. 
I muft be married to my brothers daughter, 
Or elfe my kingdom flands on brittle glafs : 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her ! 
Uncertain way of gain ! but I am in 
So far in blood, that fin will pluck on fin. 
Tear-falling pity dwells not in this eye. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Is thy name 7'frre/? 

Tir. James Tirrel^ and your moft obedient Subjefl. 

K. Rich, Art thou, indeed? [He takes him ajide. 

Tir, Prove me, my gracious Lord. 

K. Rich, Dar'ft thou refolve to kill a friend of mine? 

Tir. Pleafe you, Td rather kill two enemies. 

K. Rich, Why, then thou haft it : two deep enemies, 
Foes to my reft, and my fweet fleep's difturbers, 
Are they, that I would have thee deal upon ; 
Tirrel, I mean thofe baftards in the Jbu'^r. 

2lJr. Let me have open means to come to them. 
And foon I'll rid you from the fear of them. 

K. Rich, Thou fing'ft fweet mufic. Hark, come hi- 
ther, Tirrel; 
Go, by this token-rife, and lend thine ear- [Whijpers, 
There is no^more but fo — fay, it is done. 
And I will love thee and prefer thee for it. 

Tir. I will difpatch it ftrait. [Exit. 

Re- 
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Re-enter Buckingham. 

Buck* My Lord, I have confideredin my mind 
That Jate demand, that you did found me in. , 

K. Rich, Well, let that reft; Dorfet is fled to Rich- 
mond. 

Buck, I hear the news, my Lord, 

K. Rich, Stanley^ he is your wife's fon; well, look 
to it. 

Buck. My tord, I claim the gift, my due by pro- 
mife. 
For which your honour, and your faith, is pawn'd; 
Th' Earldom of Hereford, and the moveables. 
Which you have promifed I Ihall poflefs. 

K. Rich, Stanley, look to your wife; if flie convey 
Letters to Richmond, you Ihall anfwer it. 

Buck. What fays your Highnefs to my juft requeft? 

K. Rich. I do remember me — Henry the fixth 
Did prophefy, that Richmond (hould be King, 
When Richmond was a little peeviQi boy\ 
A King, perhaps 

Buck. My Lord, — 

K. Rick, How chance, the Prophet could not at 
that time 
Have told me, I being by, that I fhould kill him ? ' 

Buck, My Lord, yourpromife for the Earldom — 

K. Rich, Richmond 7 when I was laft at Eaeter, 
The Mayor in curtefy (hewed me the caftle. 
And caird it Rouge-mont, at which name I ftartcd ; 
Becaufe a bard of Ireland told me once, 
1 fhould not live long after I faw Richmond, 

Buck, My Lord, 

K. Rich. Ay, what's o'clock? 

Buck. I am thus bold to put your Grace in mind 
Of what you promised me. 

K. Rich. But what's o'clock? 

Buck. Upon the ftroke often. 

K.Rich. Well, letitfirike. 
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Buck. Why, let it ftrikc? 

K. Rich. Becaufe, that, like a Jack, thou keep'ft 
the flrokc 
Betwixt thy begging antl my meditation. 
I am not in the giving vein to day. 

Buck, Why, then refolve roe whe'r you will, or no. 

K. Rich. Thou troublcft me, I am not in the vein. 

[Exit. 

Buck. Is it ev'n (o? repays he my deep fervice 
With fuch contempt? made I him King fox this ? 
O, let me think on Hnftings, and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. [£xrt. 

SCENE III. 

Enter Tirrel. 

Tir. ^W^ H E tyrannous and bloody afl is done ; 

X The mofl arch deed of piteous maflacrc. 
That ever vet this land was guilty of! 
Dighton and Forrejl^ whom I did fuborn 
To do this piece of ruthlefs butchery. 
Albeit they were flelht villains, bloody dogs. 
Melting with tendernefs and mild compaffioh. 
Wept like two children, in their deaths' fad ilory, 
O thus, (quoth Dighton) lay the gentle babes ; — 
Thus, thus, (quoth Forrejl,) girdling one another 
Within their innocent ahblafter arms : 
Their lips were four red rofes .on a ftalk. 
And in their fummer beauty kifs'd each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay, fmind : 

Which once, (quoth Forrejl,) almoft chang'd my 

But, oh! the Devil —there the villain ftopt; 

When Dighton thus told on— we fmothered 
The moft replenifhed fweet work of nature. 
That from the prime creation e'er ftie framed — 
Hence both are gone with confcience and remorfe; 
They could not fpeak, and fo I left them both. 
To bear thefe tidings to the bloody King. 

Enter 
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Enter King Richard. 

And. here he comes. All health, my fovereign Lord ! 

K. Rich. Kind Tirrel am I happy in thy news ? 

Tir, If to have done the thing you gave in charge 
Beget your happinefs, be happy then ; 
For it is done. 

K. Rich. But didft thou fee them dead? 

Tir, I did, ray Lord. 

K. Rich. And buried, gentle Tirrel? 

Tir, The Chaplain of the Tower hath buried them, 
But where, to fay the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tirrel^ foon, foon after fup- 
per. 
When thou (halt tell the procefs of their death. 
Mean time — but think, how I may do thee good, 
And be inheritor of thy defire* 
Farewel, till then. 

Tir, I humbly take my leave. [Exit. 

K. Rich. The fon of Clarence have I pent up clofe: 
His daughter meanly have I maich'd in marriage: 
The fons of Edward Deep in Ahrahanis bofom : 
And Anne my wife hath bid this world good night. 
Now, for I know the Briton Richmond aims 
Ah yonng Elizabeth^ my brother's daughter; 
And by that knot looks proudly on the crown: 
To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catefby. 

Catef. My Lord, 

K. Rich. Good or bad news, that thou comMl in 

fo bluntly? 
Catef. Bad news, my Lord ; Morton is fled to 
Richmond, 
\nd Buckingham, hdicVad with the hardy Wef/hmen^ 
Is in the field, and ftill his power increafeth. 

K. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more near. 
Than Buckingham ;ktiA his ralh-levied array. 
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Come, I have learn'd, that fearful commenting 

Is leaden fervitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and fnail-pac'd beggary. 

Then fiery Expedition be my wing, 

Joves Mercury^ and herald for a King! 

Go, mufter men ; my Counfel is my fliield,. 

We muft be brief, when traitors brave the field. {£xi/. 

SCENE IV. 

Enter Queen Margaret. 
Q. Mar. Q O now Profperity begins to mellow, 

O And drop into the rotten mouth of death: 
Here in thefe confines flily have I lurk'd 
To watch the waining of mine enemies. 
A dire iridudion am I witnefs to ; 
And will to France, hoping, the confequence 
Will prove as bitter, black and tragical. 
Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes here? 

Enter the Dutchefs of York^ and Queen. 

Queen, Ah, my poor Princes ! ah, my tender babes! 
My unblown flowers, new-appearing fweets ! 
If yet your gentle fouls fly in the air, 
And be not fixt in doom perpetual. 
Hover about me with your airy wings. 
And hear your mothers lamentations. 

Queen, Hover about her ;.fay, that wrong for wrong 
Hath dimm'd your infant-morn to aged night. 

Dutch, So many miferies have crazM my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is ftill and mute. 
Edward Flantagenet^ why art thou dead ? 

Qj Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet^ 
Edward for Edwajd pays a dying debt. 

Queen. Wilt thou, O God, fly from fuch gentle 
lambs, . 

And throw them in the intrails of the wolf?, 
Why didft thou fleep when fi^ch a deed was doneP 

Q. Mar. 
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Q. Mar, Whenholy Henry dy^d^ and my fweet fon. 

Dutch, Dead life, blind fight, poor mortal living 
ghoft, 
"Who's fcene,world'sfliame,grave'sdue,bylifeufurp''d. 
Brief abftraft and record of tedious days, 
Reft thy unreft on England"^ lawful earth. 
Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood. 

Queen, Ah, that thou would'ft as foon afford a grave. 
As thou canft yield a melancholy feat ; 
Then would I hide my bones, not reft them here. 
Ah, who hath any caufe to mourn but we ? 

Q. Mar, If ancient forrow be moft reverent, 
Give mine the benefit of Signiory ; 
And let my griefs frown on the upper hand* 
If forrow can admit fociety. 
Tell o'er your woes again by viewing mine. 
I had an Edward^ till a Richard ^WYd him: 
I had a hulband, till a Richard killM him. 
Thou hadft an Edward, till a Richard kill'd him : 
Thou hadfl a Richard^ till a Richard kill'd him. 

Dutch, I had a Richard too, and thou didft kill him: 
1 had a Rutland too, thou holp'ft to kill him. 

Q. Mar, Thou hadft a Clarence too, and Richard 
kiird him. 
From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death ; 
That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 
To worry lambs and lap their gentle blood; 
That foul defacer of God's handy-work 
Thy womb let IpO'fe, to chafe us to our graves. 
O upright, juft, and true-difpofing God, 
How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the Iffue of his mother's body ; 
And makes her Pue-fellow with others' moan ! 

Dutch, Oh, Harrys wife, triumph not in my woes : 
God witnefs with me,. I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar, Bear with me, I am hungry for revenge. 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. 
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Thy Edward he is dead, that kill'd my Edward: 

Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward : 

Young York he is but boot, becaufe both they 

Match not the high perfeSion of my lofs. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that flabb'd my Edward; 

And the beholders of this tragic play, 

Th' adulterer H(2y2m^i, Rivers^ Vaughan, Gray\ 

Untimely fmother'd in their dufty graves. 

Richard yet lives, hell's black intelligencer. 

Only referv'd their faflor to buy fouls, 

And fend them thither: but at hand, at hand, 

Infues his piteous and unpitied end. 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, faints pray, for 

vengeance. 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 
That I may live to fay, the dog is dead ! 

Queen, Oh ! thou didft prophefy, the time would 

come. 
That I Ihould wifli for thee to help me curfe 
That botteird fpider, that foul bunch-back'd toad, 
Q. Mar, I call'd thee then vain flourifh of my 

fortune, 
I caird thee then poor fhadow, painted Queen, 
The prefentation of but what I was; 
The flatt'ring index of a direful Page ; 
One heuv'd oh high, to be hurl'd down below : 
A mother only mock'd with two fair babes ; 
A dream of what thou waft; a garifli flag, 
To be the aim of ev'ry dang'rous (hot ; 
A fign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 
A Queen in jeft, only to fill the fcene. 
Where is thy hufband now ? where be thy brothers ? 
Where be thy children ? wherein doft thou joy ? 
Who fues and kneels, and fays, God fave the Queen? 
Where be the bending Peers, that flatter*d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops, that followed khec? 
Decline all this, and fee what now thou art. 
For happy wife, a moft diftreflcd widow; 

For 
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For joyful mother, one that wails the name; 

For one being fu'd to, one that humbly fues ; 

For Qiicen, a very caitiff crown'd with care; 

For one that fcorn'd at me, now fcorn'd of me ; 

For one being fear'd of all, now fearing one ; 

For one commanding all, obey'd of none. 

Thus hath the courfe of juftice wheelM about, 

And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but thought of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 

Thou didft ufurp my place, and doft thou not 

Ufurp the juft proportion of my forrow ? 

Now (hy proud neck bears half my burden'd yoke ; 

From which, ev'n here I flip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewel, YbrA's wife, and Queen of fad mifchance^ 

Thefe Englijh woes fhall make me fraile in France. 

Queen, O thou well-lkiird in curfes ! flay a while, 
And teach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

Q; Mar. Forbear to flecp the aight, arid faft the 
day: 
Compare dead happinefs with living woe ; 
Think, that thy babes were fweeter than they were, 
And he, that flew them, fouler than he is: 
BettVing thy lofs makes the bad caufer worfe ; 
Revolving this, will teach thee how to curfe. ' 

Queen, My words are dull, O! quicken them with 
thine. 

Q. Mar, Thy woes will make them fharp, and pierce 
like mine. [Exit Margaret. 

Dutch, Why (hould calamity be full of words ? 

Queen, Windy attorneys to their client-woes, 
Airy fucceeders of inteftate joys, 
Poor breathing orators of miferies ! 
Let them have fcope, tho' what they do impart 
Help nothing elfe, yet they do cafe the heart. 

Dutch, If fo, then be not tongue-ty'd; go with me. 
And in the breath of bitter words let's fmother 
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My damned fon, that thy two fweet fons fmothei'd. 

[Drum^ within, 
I hear his drum, be copious in exclaims. 

S C E N E V. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train, 

K.Rich, Wl^^ interceps me in my expedition? 
V V Dutch. O, fhe, that might have in- 
tercepted thee 
By ftrangling thee in her accurfed womb, 
From all the flaughters, wretch, that thou haft done. 

Q«««w.Hid'ft thou that foreheadwith a golden crowb, 
Where fbould be branded, if that right were right. 
The flaughter of the Prince that owM that crown, 
And the dire death of my poor fons and brothers ? 
Tell me, thou villain-flave, where are my children ? 

Dutch, Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy brother 
Clarence ? 
And little JV«<i Flantagenet^ his fon? 

Queen, Where is kind Hajlings, Rivers^ Vaughan^ 
Gray 7 

K. ^VA. Aflourifli, trumpets! ftrikealarum,drum5 t 
Let not the heavens hear thefe tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord's anointed. Strike, I fay. 

[Flouri/h, Alarums, 
Either be patient, and intreat me fair, 
Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Dutch, Art thou my fon ? 

K. Rich, Ay, I thank God, my father, and yourfelf. 

Dutch, Than patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your condition, 
That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Dutch, I will be mild, and gentle in my words. 

K. Rich, And brief, good mother, for I am in hafte. 

Dutch. Art thou fo hafty ? I have ftaid for thee, 
God knows, in anguifh, pain and agony. 

. K. Rich. 
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K. Rich, And came I not at laft to comfort you ? 

Dutch. No, by the holy rood, thou know'ft it well. 
Thou cam'ft on earth to make the earth my hell. 
A grievous burden was* they birth to me, ^ 
Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy; 
Thy fchool-days frightful, defp'rale, wild* and furi- 

ous; 
Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold and venturous : 
Thy age confirmed, proud, fubtle, fly and bloody. 
"What comfortable hour canft thou name, 
Th<it ever grac'd me in thy compaiiy? 

K. Rich, Faith, none but iiumpAr); Ifoure, that calPd 
your Grace 
To breakfaft once, forth of my company. 
If I be fo difgracious in your fight, 
Let me march on, and not oflFend your Grace. 
Strike up the Drum. • 

Dutch, I pr'ythee, hear me fpeak. , 

K. Rich, You fpeak too bitterly. 

Dutch, Hear me a word : 
For I fhall never fpeak to thee again. 

K. Rich., So, 

Dutch, Either thou'lt die by God's juft ordinance, 
Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror; 
Or I with grief and extreme age fliall pcrifh, 
And never look upon thy face again. 
Therefore take with thee my moil: heavy Curfe; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more. 
Than all the complete armour that thou wear'ft I 
My prayers on the adverfe party fight, 
And there the little fouls of Edward's children 
Whifper the fpirits of mine enemies. 
And promife them fuccefs and vidory ! 
Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ! 
Shame ferves thy life, and doth thy death attend. [£x//. 

Queen, Tho' far more caufe, yet much lefs fpirit to 
curfe 
Abides in me, I fay Amen to her. [Going. 
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K. Rich. Stay, Madam, I muft fpcak a word with 
you. 

Queen. I have no more Sons of the royal blood 
For thee to flaughter ; for my daughters, Richard^ 
They ftfall be praying Nuns, not weeping Qjieens ; 
And tharefore level not to hit their lives. 

K. Rich. You have a daughter call'd Elizabeth^ 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Queen. And muft {he die for this? O let her live, 
And ril corrupt her manners, ftain her beauty. 
Slander myfelf as falfe to Edward's bed, 
Throw over her the veil of infamy : 
So fhe may live unfcarr'd from bleeding flaughter, 
1 will confcfs fhe was not Edward^ daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, fhe is of royal blood. 

Queen. To fave her life, I'll fay, flie is not fo. 

K. Rich. Her Itfe is fafeft only in her birth. 

Queen. And only in that fafety dy'd her brothers. 

K. Rich. No, at their births good ftars were oppofite. 

Qfiwn. No, to their lives bad friends were contrary. 

K. Rich. All unavoided is the doom of deftiny. 

Queeni True 5 when avoided grace mjkes deftiny. 
My babes were deftin'd to a fairer death. 
If grace had blcft thee with a fairer life. [fins ? 

K. Rich. You fpeak, as if that I had fktin my cou- 

Queen. Gouiins, indeed; and by their Uncle couzen d 
Of Comfort, Kingdom, Kindred, Freedom, Life: 
Whofe hands foe ver lanc'd their tender hearts. 
Thy head, all indire£lly, gave dire<5ion. 
No doubt, the murderous knife was dull and blunt. 
Till it .was whetted on thy ftone-hard heart. 
To revel in the intrails of my lambs. 
.But that ftill ufe of grief makes wild grief tame. 
My tongue (hould to thy ears not name my boys. 
Till that m/ nails were anchored in thine eyes ; 
And I in fuch a dcfp'rate bay of death. 
Like a poor bark, of fails and tackling reft, 
Rulh all to pieces on thy rocky bofom. 

K. Rich. 
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K. Rich, Madam, fo thrive I in my enterprize. 
And dangerous fuccefs of bloody wars ; 
As I intend more good to you and yours, 
Than ever you or yours by me were harm'd! 

Queen. What good is cover'd with the face of heav'n 
To be difcovefd, that can do me good ? 

K.,Rich. Th' advancement of your children, gentle 

lady. 
Queen. Up tofome fcafFold, there to lofe their heads. 
K. Rich. No, to the dignity and height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth's glory. 

Queen. Flatter my forrows with report of it ; 
Tell me, what ftate, what dignity, what honour, 
Canft thou demife to any child of mine ? 

K. Rjch. Ev'n all I have; ay, and njyfelf and all. 
Will I withal endow a child of thine : 
So in the Lethe of thy angry foul 
Thou drown the fad Remembrance of thofe wrongs. 
Which, thou fuppofeft, I have done to thee. 

Queen.Be brief, left that the procefs of thy kindnefs 
Laft longer telling than thy kindnefs do. 

K. Rich. Then know, that from my foul I love thy 

daughter. 
Queen. My daughter's mother thinks it with her foul. 
K. Rich. What do you think ? 
Queen. That thou doft love my daughter, from thy 
foul. 
So from thy foul's love, didft thou love her brothers; 
And from my heart's love I do thank thee for it. 

K.Rich. Be not fohafty to confound my meaning; 
I mean, that with my foul I love thy daughter. 
And do intend to make her Queen of England, 
Queen. Say then, who doft thou mean fliall be her 

King ! 
K. Rich. Ev'n he, that makes her Queen ; who elfe 

fliould be ? 
Qjieen. What, thou I- 
K> Rich. Even'fo ; how think you of it ? 
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Queen. How canft thou woo her? 

K. Rich. I would learn of you, 
As one being beft acquainted with her humour. 

Queen, And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K. Rich. With all my heart. 

Queen. Send to her, by the man that flew her bro- 
thers, 
A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave 
Edward and York; then, haply, will (he weep : 
Therefore prefcnt to her, as fometime Marg'ret 
Did to thy father, fteept in Rutland'^ blood, 
A handkerchief; which, fay to her, did drain 
The purple tide from her fwect brothers' bodies. 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes therewith. 
If this inducement moAie her not to love. 
Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 
Tell her, thou mad'ft away her uncle Clarence^ 
Her uncle Rivers; ay, and for her fake, 
Mad'ft quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, Madam; this is not the way 
To win your daughter. 

Queen. There's no other way, 
Unlefs thou could'ft put on fome other (hapc, 
And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her. ^ 

Queen. Nay then, indeed, fhe cannot chufe but 
hate thee ; 
Having bought love with fuch a bloody fpoil. 

K. Rich. Look, what is done, cannot be now a- 
roended ; 
Men (hall deal unadvifedly fometiraes. 
Which after-hours give leifure to repent of. 
If I did take the Kingdom from your fons. 
To make amends, I'll give it your daughter : 
If I have kiird the iffue of your womb, 
To quicken your increafe I will beget 
Mine iffue of your blood, upon your daughter: 
A grandara's dame is little lefs in love, 

Than 
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Than is the doting title of a mother; 

They are as children but one ftep below. 

Even of your metal, of your very blood : 

Of all one pain, fave for a night of groans 

Endur'd of her, for whom you bid like forrow. 

Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine (hall be a comfort to your age. 

The lofs you have, is but a fon being King; 

And by that lofs your daughter is made Queen. 

I c,annot make you what amends I would. 

Therefore accept fuch kindnefs as I can. 

Dorjet^ your fon, that with a fearful foul 

Leads difcontemed fteps in foreign foil. 

This fair alliance quickly fhall call home 

To high promotions, and great dignity. 

The King, that calls your beauteous daughter wife. 

Familiarly fliall call thy Dorjet brother : 

Again fliall you be mother to a King ; 

And all the ruins of diftrefsful times 

Repaired with double riches of content. 

What ! we have many goodly days to fee. 

The liquid drops of tears, that you have fhed. 

Shall come again, transformed to orient pearl; 

Advantaging their loan with intiereft 

Of ten times double gain of happinefs. 

Go then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bafliful years with your experience ; 

Prepare her ears to hear a wooer s tale ; 

Put in her tender heart th'afpiring fl^me 

Of golden Sovereignty; acquaint the Princefs 

With the fweet filcnt hours of marriage-joys. 

And when this arm of mine hath chaitifed 

The petty rebel, dull-brain'd Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands will I come, 

And lead thy daughter to a Conqueror's bed; 

To whom I will retail my Conqueft won. 

And fhe fliall be fole vidrefs, Cafar's Ccsjar, 

Qiuen, What were I belt to fay, her father's brother 
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Would be her lord ? or (hall I fay, her uncle ? 
Or he that flew her brothers, and her uncles ? 
Under what title (hall I woo for thee. 
That God, the law, ray honour, and her love. 
Can make feem pleafing to her tender years ? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England's peace by this alliance. 
Queen. Which (he fhall purchafe with ftili lafting 



war. 



K.Rich. Tell her, the King, that may command, 



mtreats 



Queen. That at her hands, which the King's King 
forbids. 

K. Rich^ Say, (he (hall be a high and mighty Queen- 

Queen. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlaftingly. 

Queen. But how long fliall that title, ever, laft? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force, unto her fair life's end. 

Queen.'^ut how long, fairly, (hall her fweet life laft? 

K. Rich. As long as heav'n and nature lengthen it. 

Queen. As long as hell and Richard like o( it. 

K. Rich. Say, 1, her Sovereign, am her SubjeA now. 

{^u^m. But (he,yourSubje<9,loathsfuch Sovereignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Queen. An hone(t tale fpeedsbcft, being plainly told. 

K.RiVA. Then, in plain terms tell hermy loving tale. 

Quhn. Plain, and not honeft, is too harfti a flile. 

K. Rich. Your reafons are too (hallow, and too quick. 

Queen. O no, my reafons are too deep and dead; 
Two deep and dead poor infants in their grave; 
Harp on it ftill (hall 1, till heart-ftrings break. 

K. Rich. Harp not on that firing. Madam ; that is 
paft. 
Now by my George, my Garter, and my Crown 

Queen. Profan'd, di(honour'd, and the third ufurp'd. 

K. Rich. I fwear. 

Queen. By nothing, for this is no oath: 
The George, profan'd, hath loft his holy honour; 
The -Garter, bkmifh'd, pawn'd his knightly virtue; 

The . 
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The Grown, ufurp'd, difgracd his kingly glory. 
If fomething thou would'ft fwear to be beliey'd, 
Swear then by fomething, that thou haft not wrong'd. 

K. Rich, Now by the worlds ;- 

Queen. 'Tis full of thy foul wrongs. 

X. Rich. My father's death 

Queen. Thy life hath that difhonour d. 
K. Rich. Then by niyfelf. ■ 
Queen. Thyfelf thyfelf raifufeft. 

K. Rich. Why then, by heav'n 

Queen. Heav'n's wrong is moft of all : 
If thou didft- f«ar to break an oath with hcsiv'n, 
The unity the King my hufband made 
Thou hadft not broken, nor my brothers dy'd. 
If thou hadft fear'd to break an oath with heav'n,. 
Th' imperial metal, circling now thy head, 
Had grac'd the tender temples of my child; 
And both the Princes had been breathing here; 
"Which now, two tender bed-fellows for duft,^ 
Thy broken faith hath made a prey to worms. 
What canft thou fwear by now ? 
K. Richi By time to come. 

(>M^^. That thou haft wronged in the jime o'-erpafl ; 
For I myfeJf have many tears to wafli 
Hereafter time, for time paft, wrong'd by thee. 
The children live, whofe fathers thou haft flaugbtcr'd, 
Ungovetn'd youth, to wail it in their age. 
The parents I'ive^ whofe children thou haft butchered. 
Old withered plants, to wail it in their age. 
Swear not by time to come, for that thou haft ^ 
Mifus'd ere us'd, by times ilLus'd o'er paft. 

K. Rich. As I intend to profper and repent, , 
So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hoftile arms ! myfelf, myfelf confound ; 
Heaven and fortune bar me happy hours ; 
Day yield me not thy light, nor night thy reft ; 
Be oppofite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding; if with pure heart's love, 

Vol. VI. O \x».- 
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Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous Princely Daughter ! 

In her confifis my happinefs^ and thine ; 

Without her, follow^ to myfelf and thee^ 

HerfelF, the Land, and many a chriftian foul,. 

Death, defolation, ruin, and decay. 

It cannot be avoided, but by this ; 

It will not be avoided, but by this. ; 

Therefore, dear mother, (I mnft call you fo,) 

Be the attorney of my love to her; 

Plead what I will be, not what I have been;. 

>Iot my defertsv but what I will deferve : 

Urge the neceflity atid llate of times ; 

And be not peevifti found in great defigns. 

Queen. Shall I be tempted of the Devil thus ? 

K. Rich. Ay, if the Devil tempt you to do good. 

Queen. Shall I forget myfelf to be myfelf? [fclf. 

IL.Rkhi, Ay, if yourfclfs remembrance wrong your- 

Queen. But thou didft kill my children. 

K. Rich. But in your daughter's womb I bury them ; 
Where, in that neft of fpicery, they ihall breed 
Selves of themfelves, to your recomforture. 

Queen. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 

K. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Queen. 1 go, write tame fliortly. 

K. Rich. Bear her my true love's kifs, and fo fare- 
" \st\-^ — [Exit Queen. 

Relenting fool, and fliallow, changing, woman ! 

SCENE VI. 

JEn/^r Ratcliff. 
Rat. TyyTOST mighty Sovereign, on the weftern coaft 

iVX Rideth a puifiant Navy : to our fhores 
Throng many doubtful hollow-hearted friends, 
Unarm'd, and unrefolv'd to beat them back. 
'Tis thought, that Richmond is their Admiral : 
And there they hull, expeding but the aid 
Of Buckingham^ to welcome them alhore. 
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K. Rich. Some light-foot friend poft to the Duke 
of Norfolk, 
Ratcliff^.ihyMf, or Caiejby; where is he ? 
Catef, Here, my good lord. 
K. Rich. Catejhj, fly to the Duke. 
Catef. I will, my lord, with aril cofivenicnt hafte. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither, poft to Salt/bury; 
"When thou com'ft thither — dull unmindful villain, 

[To Cate{by. 
"Why flay'ft thou here, and go'ft not to the Duke? 
CaUf. Firft, mighty Liege, tell me your Highnefs' 
pleafure, ' 

What from your Grace I flaali deliver to him. 

K. Rich. O true, good Cate/b)\ bid him levy 

ftrait 
The greateft ftrength and power he can make, 
And meet me fuddenly at Salijbury. 

Catef. I go. [Exit. 

Rat. What, may it pleafe you, (hall I do zt Salif 

bury ? 
K. Rich. Why, what would'ft thou do there, be- 
fore I go ? 
Rat. Your Highnefs told me; I fhould poft before. 
K. Rich. My mind is changed 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Stardry^ what news with you ? 

Stan. None good, my Liege, to pleafe you with 
the hearing ; 
Nor none fo bad, but well may be reported. 

K. Rich. Heyday, a riddU ! neither good nor bad: 
Why doft thou run fo many miles about, 
When thou may'ft tell thy tale the neareft way ? 
Once more, what news ? 

Stan. Richmond is on the feas. 

K. Rich. There let him fink, and be the feas on him ! 
White-liver'd Runagate, what doth he there? 

St<in. I know not, mighty Soverc\^tv^\aM\.\i'^ ^^-^^ 
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K. Rich, Well, as you guefs. 

Sian, Stirr'd up by Dorfet, Buckingham, and Morion, 
He makes for England^ here to claim the Grown. 

K.Rich, Is the Chair empty ? is the Sword un- 
fway'd ? 
Is the King dead ? the Empire unpoffefs'd ? 
What Heir of York is there alive, but We ? 
And who is England^ King, but great Yofk\ heir? 
Then tell me, what makes he upon the fea? 

Stan. Unlefs for that, my Liege, I cannot guefs. 

K. Rich, Unlefs for that he comes to be your Liege, 
You cannot guefs wherefore the Wel/h-man comes. 
Thou wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan, No, mighty Liege, therefore miflruft me iiot. 

K. Rich, Where is thy Power then to beat him back ? 
Where are thy Tenants, and thy Followers ? 
Are they not now^upon the weftern {hore, 
Safe-condufting the Rebels from their (hips ? 

5/fln. No, my goojd lord, my friends are in the 
North. 

K. Rich, Cold friends to me : what do they in the 
North, 
When they (hould ferve their Sovereign in the Weft? 
• Stan, They have not been commanded, mighty 

King; 
Pleafe it your Majefty to give me leave, 
ril mufter up my friends, and meet your Grace, 
Where, and what time your Majefty fliall pleafe. 

K. Rich, Ay, thou would'ft fain be gone^ to join 
with Richmond: 
But rU not trutt thee. 

Stan,^ Mighty Sovereign, 
You have no caufe to hold my friendfliip doubtful ; 
1 never was, nor never will be, falfe. [hind 

K. Rich, Go then, and mufter men ; but leave be- 
Your fon George Stanley : look, your heart be firm ; 
Or Mfe his head's affurance is but frail. 

Stan, So deal with him, as I prove true to you ! 

\Ev.it Stanley. 
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Enter a Meffenger, 
Mef, My gracious Sovereign, now in Devon/hire^ 
As I by friends am well advertifed, 
Sir Edmond Courtney^ and the haughty Prelate, 
Bifliop of Exeter, his elder brother. 
With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Mejfenger. 
Mef, In Kent^ my Liege, the Guilfords are in arms, 
And every hour more competitors 
Flock to the Rebels, and their Bower grows ftrong. 

Enter another Meffenger. 

Mef. My Lord, the army of the Duke of Bucking* 
ham ^ ■ 

K. Rich. Out on ye, owls ! nothing but fongs of 

death ? [Hejlrikes him.' 

There, take thou That, 'till thou bring better nrews. 

Mef. The news I have to tell your Majefty, 
Is, that, by fudden floods and fall of waters, 
Buckingham's army is difpersM and fcatter'd; 
And he himfelf wander'd away alone. 
No man knows whither. 

K. Rich. Oh ! I cry thee mercy ! 
There is my purfe, to cure that blow of thine. 
Hath any well-advifed friend proclaimed 
Reward to him that brings the traitor in ? 

Mef Such Proclamation hath been made, my Liege. 

EiUer another Meffinger. 
Mef. Sir !^Aoma5 Looel^ and Lord Marquifs Dorfet^ 
'Tis faid, my Liege, in Yorkfhire are in arms ; 
But this good comfort bring I to your Highnefs, 
The Bretagne Navy is difpers'd, by tempcft. 
Richmond in Dorfet/hire fent out a boat 
Unto the fliore, to alk thofe on the banks. 
If they were his afliftants, yea, or no; 

O 3 ^^ Xn!^ 
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Who anrwerM him, they came from Buckingham 
Upon his Party ; he, miflrufting them, 
Hois'd fail, and made his courfe again for Bretagne, 
K^ Rich, March on, march on, fince we are up in 
arms ; 
If not to fight with foreign enemies, 
Yet to beat down thefe Rebels here at home. 

Enter Catelby. 

Caief, My Liege, the Duke ol Buckingham is taken. 
That is the beft news; that the Earl oi Richmond 
Is with a mighty Pow'r landed at Milford^ 
Is colder news, but yet it muft be told. 

K. Rjch' Away tow'rds Snlijbury; while we reafon 
here, 
A royal battle might be won and lofl : 
Some one take order, Buckingham be brought . 
To SaUJbuTy; the reft march on with me. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to the Lord Stanley'^ Houfe. 
Enter Lord Stanley, and Sir Chriflopher Urfwick, 

Stan, C IR Chrijlopher,, tell Richmond this from me; 
^ That in the fty of this moft bloody Boar,. 
My fon George Stanley is frankt up in hold : 
If I revolt, off goes young George's head ; 
The fear of That holds off my prefent aid. 
So, get thee gone ; commend me to thy Lord. 
Say too, the Queen hath heartily confented 
He {hall efpoufe Elizabeth her daughter. 
But, tell me, where is princely ll?VAm(>w^ now ? 

ChriJ, At Pembroke^ or at Hertford-\^Q^ in Wales. 

Stan, What men of name refort to him ? 

Chrif, Sir Walter Herbert, a renowned foldier. 
Sir Gilbert Talbot^ and Sir William Stanley^ 
Oxford^ redoubted Pembroke^ Sir James Blunt^ 

And 
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And Rice ap Thomas^ "with a valiant crew» 
And many others of great name and worth : 
And towards London do they bend their Power, 
If by the way they be not fought withal. 

Stan. Well, hte thee to thy Lord : I kifs his hand, 
My letter will refolve him of my mind, 
Farewel. [Eseuni. 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

SALISBURY. 

EnUr the Sheriffs and Buckingham, with halberds, led to 
EsecutioTt, 

Buckingham. 

WILL not King Richard let me fpcak with him?^ 
Sher, No, good my Lord, therefore be patient. 
Buck, Hajlings^ and Edward"^ children, Gray and 
Rivers^ 
Holy King Henry y and thy fair fon Edward^ 
Vaughan^ and all that have mifcarried 
By under-hand, corrupted, foul injuftice; 
If that your moody, difcontented, fouls 
Do through the clouds behold this prefent hour, 
Ev'n for revenge mock my deftruftion ! 
This is All-Souls day, fellows, is it not? 
Sher. It is, my lord. 

Buck, Why, then All-Souls day is my body's 
Doomfday. 
This is the day, which in King Edward'i time 
1 wifli'd might fall on me, when I was found 
Falfe to his children, or his wife's allies. 
This is the day, wherein I wifh'd to fall 
By the falfe faith of him whom moft I truftcd : , 
This, this All-Souls day to my fearful Soul, 
Is the determined refpeft of my wrongs. 

O 4 ^V^\. 
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That high All-feer, whixrh I dallied \nihi' 
Hath turn'd my feigned prayer on my Jiead» 
And givV in earneft, what I begg'd in jeft. 
Thus doth he force the'fwords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their mafter$' bofoms. 
Thus Marg'refs Cuvk falls heavy on ray head : 
When he, cjuoth flie, ftiall fplit thy heart with forrow. 
Remember, Margret was a Prophefefs. 
Come, Sirs, convey me to the block of fliame ; 
Wroag hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 
[Exeunt Buckingham, Shrtff and Offictn, 

s c E N E II. 

On the Bordlrs of LcictRct Shire, A Camp^, 

Enter Richmond, Oxford, Blunt, Herbert, and others, 
with Drum and Colours, 

Richm, inELLOWS in arms, and my moft Jov 

JC friends, 

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny^ 
Thus far into -the bowels of the Land 
Have we march'd on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and ufurping Boar 
(That fpoil'd your fummer-fields, and fruitful vines,) 
Swills your warm blood like wafti, and makes his 

trough r 

In your embowell'd bofoms ; this foul fwine 
Lies now ev'n in the centre of this Ifle, 
Near to the town of Leicejler^ as we learn : 
From Tamworth thither is but one day's March. 
In God's name, cheerly on, couragious friends, 
To reap the harveft of perpetual peace. 
By this one, bloody trial of (harp war. 

Oxf. Every man's confcience is a thoufand fwords. 
To fight againft that bloody homicide. 

Herb. 
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Herb» I doubt not, but his friends will fly to us. 
Blunt, lit hath no friends, but who are friends fo^ 
fear. 
Which in his deareft Need will fly from him. 

Rich. All for our 'vantage; then, in God's name, 
march ; 
True hope is fwift, and flies with Swallow's wings ; 
Kings it makes Gods, and meaner creatures Kings. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

Changes to Bofworth Field. 

Enter King Richard in arms^ with Norfolk, dBwswyv 

RatclifF, Catefby^ flwi o^A^rj. 
K. KicA, T TERE pitch our Tents, even here in 
XJL Bofworth field. 

5ttyvMy iig a r t- i t te»HHS€3^ 1ight c r tban-my4eoks. 

K. Rich. My lord oiJ^orfolk, 

Nor. Here, moft gracious Liege. 

K. Rich, Norjolky we mud have knocks : ha, muft 
we not ? 

Nor. "We muft both give and take, my gracious 
lord. . 

K. Rich. Up with my tent, here will I lie to night ; 
But where to-morrow? — well, all's one for that. 
Who hath defcry'd.ihe number of the traitors ? 

Nor. Six, or fev'n thoufand is their utmoft Power. 

K. Rich Why, our Battalion trebles that account : 
Befides, the King's name is a tower of flrength, 
Which they upon the adverfe fadion want. 
Up with the tent: come, noble gentlemen, 
Let us furvey the 'vantage of the ground. 
Call for fome men of found direftion : 
Let's want no difcipline; make no delay; 
For, lords, to-morrow is a bufy day. [Exeunt, 

O 5 SG^H^ 
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SCENE changes to another Fart of Bofworih Field. 
Enter Richmond, *f^•WHlraw^''Bra«4pa^^ Oxford, and 

Richm. np'HE weary Sun hath made a golden Set, 
X And, by the bright traft of his fiery car, 

Gives fignal of a goodly day to-morrow. 

Sir William Brandon^ yOu fliall bear my ftandard; 

The Earl o^ Pembroke keep his regiment; 

Good Captain Blunt^ bear my good night to him ; 

And by the fecond hour in the morning 

DeCre the Earl to fee me in my tent. 

Yet one thing more, good Blunt^ befdre thou goeft; 

Where is lord Stanley quartered, doft thou know ? 
[Blunt. Unlefs I have raifta'en his quarters much, 

(Which, well I am affur'd, I have not done) 

His regiment lies half a mile at leaft 

South from the mighty Power of the King. 
Richm. If without peril it be poffible. 

Sweet Blunt, make fome good means to fpeak with 
him. 

And give him from me this moft needful Note. 

: Blunt. Upon my life, my lord, Til undertake it. 
Richm. Give me fome ink and paper; in my tent 

rU draw the form and model of our battle. 

Limit each leader to his feveral charge, 

And part in juft proportion our fmall ftrength. 

Let us confult upon to-morrow's bufinefs ; 

In to our tent, the air is raw and cold. 

[Th€y withdraw into the tent. 

S C EN E changes hack to King Richard'^ Tent, 
Enter King Richard, Ratcliff, Norfolk, and Catefby 

K. Rich. T T 7H AT is't o'clock? 

V V Catef. It's fupper time, my lord ; 
It's nine a clock. 

K. Rich. I will not fup to night; 
Give me fome Ink and Paper. 

What, 
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"What, is my beaver eafier than it was? 
And all my armour laid into my tent? 

Catef. It is, my Liege, and all things are in readi- 
nefs. 

K. Rich, Good Norfolk, hie thee to thy charge, 
Ufe careful watch, chufe trufty centinels. 

Nor, I go, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stir with the lark to-morrow, gentle 
Norfolk. 

Nor. I warrant you, my lord. [Exit. 

K. Rich. Catefby, 

Catef. My lord. 

K. Rich. Send out a purfuivant at arms 
To Stanley's regiment ; bid him bring his Power 
Before Sun-ri(ing, left his fon George fall 
Into the blind Cave of eternal Night. 

Fill me a bowl of wine — give me a watch 

[To RatcIUF. 
Saddle white Surrey for the field to-morrow : 
Look, that my ftaves be found, and not too heavy. 
Ratclif, 

Rat. My lord? 

K. Rich. Saw'ft thou the melancholy lord Nor- 
thumberland ? 

Rat. Thoma& the Earl of Surrey^ and himfelf, 
Much about cock-fhut time, from troop to troop. 
Went through the army, cheering up the foldiers. 

K. Rich. 1 am fatisfy'd; give me a bowl of wine. 
I have not that alacrity of fpirit, 

Nor cheer of mind, that I was wont to have 

There, fct it down. Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K. Rich. Bid my Guard watch, and leave me. 
About the mid of night come to my tent. 
And help to arm me. Leave me now, I fay. 

[ExitRztdiff. 



O 6 ^C^^^ 
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S G E N E IV. 

Changes back to Richmond'^ Tent, 

Enter Stanley /o Richmond : Lords^ 8cc. 

Stan. I^ORTUNE and Viaory fit on thy helm f 
J/ Richm. All comfort, that th€ dark night 
can afford. 
Be to thy pcrfon, noble father-in-law I 
Tell me, how fares our loving mother? 

Stan. I, by attorney, blefs thee from thy mother; 
Who prays continually for Richmond's vgood : 
So much for that — -The filenl hours fteal on, 
And flaky darknefs breaks within the Eaft. 
In brief, for fo the feafon bids us be. 
Prepare thy battle early in the morning; 
And put thy fortune to th' Arbitrament 
Of bloody ftrokes, and iriortal flaring war. 
I, as I may, (that which I would, I cajinot) 
"With beft advantage will deceive the time. 
And aid thee in this doubtful fliock of arms. 
But on thy fide I may not be too forward. 
Left (being feen) thy brother, tender George^ 
Be executed in his father's Sight. 
Farewel ; the leifure, and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love. 
And ample interchange of fwcet difcourfe. 
Which fo long- fund red friends fliould dwell iipon. 
God give us leifure for thefe Rites of love! 
Once more, adieu ; be valiant, and fpeed well. 

Richni, Good lords^condud him to his regiment; 
111 ftrive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap; 
Left leaden flumber poize me down to-morrow. 
When I fhould mount with wings of vi<5ory : 
Once more, good night> kind lords, (and gentlertlen. 

[Exeunt, Manet Richmond. 
O thou I whofe Captain I account myfelf, 
Look on my forces with a gracious ey,e : 

Put 
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Put In their hands thyibruifing irons of wrath, 
That they may crufli down with a heavy fail 
Til' ufurping helmets of our adverfaries ! 
Make us thy Miniflers of chaftifement. 
That we -may praife thee in thy vi£lory. 
^x> thee I do commend my watchful foul, 
Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes : . 
Sleeping and waking, oh, defend mc ftill ! [Sleeps. 

' S C E N £■ V. 

Between iht Tents of Richard and Richmond : They 
Sleeping, 

Enter the Ghojl of Prince Edward, Son to Henry the 
Sixth, 

Ghoji. T E T me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! 

1^ ^ [nic.Rich. 

Think, how thou ilabbMIl roe in the prime of youth 
At Tewkfbury; t^herefore defpair and die. 

Be cheerful, Richmond; for the wronged fouls 

[rt^Richm. 
Of butcher'd Princes fight in thy behalf: 
King Henry s ifTue, Richmond^ comforts thee. 

Enter the Ghejl 0/ Henry the Sixth, 
Ghojl, When Iwas mortal, my anointed body 

[To K. Rich. 
By thee was punched full of deadly holes ; 
Think on the Jbw^r, and me; defpair, and die. 
Henry the Sixth bids thee defpair, and die. 

Virtuous and holy, be thou Conqueror : [ JbRichm. 
Harry, that prophefy'd thou Ihould'ft be King, 
» Doth comfort thee in fleep ; live thou and flourilh. 

Enter the Ghojl of Clarence. 
. Ghojl, Let m.e fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! 

1 . : ' . ■ [ToK. Rich, 
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I, that was wafli'd to death in fulfaro wine. 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray'd to death : 
To-morrow in the battle think on me, 
And fall thy edgelefs fword; defpair and die^ 
Thou ofF-fpring of the Houfe of Lancqfter^ 

[ToRichm. 
The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee; 
Good angels guard thy battle ! live, and flourifh. 

Enter the Ghojis of Rivcr$^ Gfay, and Vaughan.- 
Riv, Let me fit heavy on thy foul to-morrow ! 

[To K. Rich. 
Rivers^ that dy'd at Pomfret : defpair, and die. 
Gray. Think upon Gray, and let thy foul defpair. 
. JTo K. Rich. 

Vaugh. Think upon Vaughan, and with guilty fear 
Let fall thy launce ! Richard], defpair and die. 

[Tb jr. Rich. 
AIL Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard's 
bofom 
Will conquer him. — Awake, and win the day. 

[T'oRichm. 

Enter the Ghojl of Lord ll3i&.ings. 
Ghoji. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake ; 

[To K, Rich. 
And in a bloody battle end thy days : 
Think on lord Hajlings; and defpair and die. 

Quiet,untroublcd foul, awake, awake I [To Richmw 
Arm, fight, and conqueV, for fair England's fake. 

Enter the Ghojis of the two young Princes, 

Ghojis, Dream on thy coufins fmother'd in the 
Tower; 
Let us be lead within thy bofom, Richard^ 

[To K. Rich. 
And weigh thee down to ruin, fliame, and death ! 
Thy Nephews' fouls bid thee defpair and die. 

Sleep, 
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Sleep Richmond^ deep in peace; and wake in joy. 

[To Ricbm. 
Good angels guard thee from the boars annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy rage of Kings — ' — 
EdwarcTs unhappy fons do bid thee flourifli. 

Enter the Ghqft of Anne, his Wife. 

Ghojl. Richard^ thy wife, that wretched Anne thy 
wife, [To K. Rich. 

That never flept a quiet hour with thee. 
Now fills thy deep with perturbations : 
To-raorrow in the battle think on me. 
And fall thy edgelefs fword : defpair and die. 

Thou, quiet foul, fleep thou a quiet fleep: 

[To Richnu 
Dream of fuccefs and happy viflory. 
Thy adverfary's wife doth pray for thee^ 

Enter the Ghoji of Buckingham. 

Ghoft. The firft was I, that help'd thee to the 
Crown: 
The laft was I, that felt thy tyranny. [To iC. Rich. 
O, in the battle think on Buckingham^ 
And die in terror of thy guiltinefs. 
Dream on, dream on, of bloody de|ds and death : 
Fainting, defpair; defpairing, yield thy breath. 
I dy'd for Hope, ere I could lend thee aid ; 

[To Richm. 
But cheer thy heart, and be thou not difmay'd: 
God and good angels fight on Richmond'* s fide, 
And Richard fall in height of all his pride. 

[The Ghojis vanijh. 
[K. 'R.ichzxdjiarts out oj his dream. 
K. Rich. Give me another horfe — bind up my 
wounds. 
Have mercy, 'Jefu — foft, I did but dream. 
O coward Gonfeience ! how doft thou afBift me? 
The lights burn blue is it not dead midnight ? 
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Cold fearful drops ftand on my trembling flefli. 

What? do I fear myfelf? there's none elfe by ; 

Richard loves Richard; that is, I am I. 

Is there a niurd'rer here? no; yes, I am. 

Then fly — what, from myfelf ? great reafon; why? 

Left I revenge. What? rayfclf on myfelf? 

I love myfelf. Wherefore ? for any good, 

That I myfelf have done unto myfelf? 

O, no. Alas, I rather hate myfelf, 

For hateful deeds committed by my* Self. 

I am a villain; yet I lie, I am not. ^ 

Fool, of thyfelf fpeak well— Fool, do not flatter*. 

My confcience hath a thoufand fev'ral tongues. 

And ev'ry tongue brings in a fev^ral Tale, 

And ev'ry Tale condemns me for a villain* 

Perjury, perjury in high'ft degree, 

Murder, ftern murder in the dir'ft degree. 

All feveral fins, all us'd in each degree. 

Throng to the bar, all crying, guilty, guilty! 

I fliall defpair: there is no creature loves me: 

And if I die, no foul ftiall pity me. 

Nay, wherefore (hould they : fince that I myfelf 

Find in myfelf no pity to myfelf. 

Methought, the fouls of all that I had murder'd 

Came to my tent, and every one did threat 

To-morrow's vengeance on the head of Richard, 

Enter Ratclitf* 



Rat, My lord, 

K. Rich. Who's there ? 

Rat. RaUliff^ my lord. The early village-cock 
Hath twice done falutation to the morn ; 
Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich, Ratcliff, I fear, I fear 

Rat, Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of fliadows.- 

K. Rich, By the Apoftle Faul, fliadows to-night 
Have ftruck more terror to the foul of Richard, 
Tiaan can the fubftance often thoufand foldier* 

Armed 
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Armed in proof, and led by fhallow Richmond. 
It is not yet near day. Come, go with me; 
Under ourtent5, FU pfay the eaves-dropper; 
To hear, if any mean to flirink from me. 

[Extunt K. Richard and RatcIifiT. 

s c E N E VI. 

Enter the Lords tq Richmond, fitting in his Tent. 

Lords. /^ OOD morrow, Richmond. 

\Jf Richm.''Cxy mercy, lords and watchful 
gentlemen. 
That you have ta'en a tardy fluggard here. 
Lords, How have you flept, my lord ? 
Rich, Thefweeteft fleep and fa ire ft- boding dreams^ 
That ever enter'd in a drowfy head. 
Have I fince your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their fouls, whofe bodies Richard muc- 

der'd. 
Came to my tent, and cried. On! Vicryl 
I promife you, my heart is very jocund^ 
In the remembrance of fo fair a dream. 
How far into the morning, is it, lords ? 
Lords. Upon the ftroke of four. 
Richm. Why, then, 'tis time to arm and give di- 
redion. 
More than I have faid, loving Countrymen, 
The lei fu re and enforcement of the time 
Forbids to dwell on: yet remember this, 
God and our good Caufe fight upon our fide : 
The PrayVs of holy Saints, and wronged fouls. 
Like high-rear'd bulwarks, ftand before our faces. 
Richard except, thofe, whom we fight againft. 
Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 
For what is he, they follow? truly, gentlemen, 
A bloody tyrant, and a homicide: 
One raisM in blood, and one in blood eftablifh'd; 
One, that made means to come by what he hath^ 
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And flaughterM thdfe that were the means to help 

hirfi. 
. A bafe foul ftone, made precious by the foil 
Of England's Chair, where he is falfely fet ; . 
One, that hath ever been God's enemy; 
Then if you fight againft God's enemy, 
God will in juftice 'ward you as his foldiers. 
If you do fweat to put a Tyrant down. 
You fleep in peace, the tyrant being flain : 
If you do fight againft your Country's foeS, 
Your Country's Fat (hall pay your pains the Hire* 
If you do fight in fafeguard of your wives. 
Your wives fliallr welcome home the conquerors. 
If you do free your children from the fword, 
Your children's childrenquit it in your ag«. 
Then, in the name .of God, and all thefe rights, 
Advance your ftandards ; draw your willing fwords* 
For me, the ranfom of my bold attempt 
Shall be this cold corps on the earth's cold face: 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 
The leaft of you fliall (hare his part thereof. 
Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully; 
God, and Sdiitit Georgel Richmond^ and viftory i 

SCENE VII. 

Enter King Richard, Ratcliflfanrf Catefby. 

K. Rich. T TT rH AT faid Northumberland^ as touch* 
VV ing Richmond 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 
K. Rich. He faid the truth ; and what faid Surrey 

then ? 
Rat. He fmil'd and faid, the better for our purpofe. 
K. Rich. He was i'th'right, and fo, indeed, it is. 
Tell the clock there — give me a Kalendar. 

[Clock JlrikeS' 
Who faw the Sun to day ? 
Rat, Not I,- my lord. 

K. Rich. 
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K. Rich. Then he difdains to'fliine; for, by the book| 

He fliould have brav'd the Eaft an hour ago- 

A black day it wiit be to fome body, Ratcliff", 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich, The Sun will not be feen to day; 

The flcy doth frown and lowre upon our army 

I would thefe dewy tears were from the ground 

Not fliine to day? why what is that to me 
More than to Richmond? for the felf-fame heav'n, 
That frowns on me, looks fadly upon him. 

Enter Norfolk. 

Kor. Arm, arm, my lord, the foe vaunts in the field. 

K. Rich. Gome, buftle, buftle — caparifonmyhorfe. 
Call up lord Stanley, bid him bring his Power; 
I will Lead forth my foldiers to the plain^ 
And thus my battle fhall be ordered. 
My Forward fhall be drawn out all in length, 
Confifting equally of horfe and foot : 
Our Archers (hall be placed in the roidft; 
John Duke o^ Norfolk ^ Thomas Earl of Surrey, 
Shall have the leading of t)ie foot and horfe. 
They thus direfted, we ourfelf will follow 
In the main battle, which on either fide 
Shall be well winged with our chiefeft horfe : 
This and St. George to boot!— — Whatthink'ft thou, 
Norfolk? 

Nor, A good diredion, warlike Sovereign. 
This paper found I on my tent this morning. 

[Giving afcrowL 
Jocky of Norfolk, he not fo hold, [Reads. 

For Dickon My majler is bought andfold^ 

K. Rich. A thing devifed by the enemy. 
Go, gentlemen; go, each man to his Charge. 
Let not our babling dreams affright our fouls; 
Confcience is but a word that cowards ufe, 
Devis'd at firft to keep the ftrong in awe: 
Our ftrong arms be our confcience, fvyords our law. 
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March on, join bravely, let us to't pell-tnelJ, 

If not to heav'n, then hand in hand to hell. 

What fliall I fay more than I have inferred ? 

Remember, whom you are to cope withal ; 

A fort of vagabonds, of x^fcals, run-aways, 

A fcum o£ Britons^ and baf? lackey-peafants. 

Whom their o'er-cloyed Country vomits forth 

To defperate adventures and deftrufiion. 

You fleeping fafe, they bring you to unreft: 

You having lands, and bleft with beauteous wives. 

They would reftrain the one, diftain the other. 

And who -doth lead them but a paltry fellow. 

Long kept in Bretagne at his mother's coft? 

A mrlk-fop, one that never in his life 

Feltfo much cold, as over ftioes in fnow. 

Let's whip thefc flragglers o'er the feas again, 

Lafh hence thefc over-weening rags oi France, 

Thefe famifh'd beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on this fond exploit, 

For want of Means, poor rats,hadhang'dthemf€lvcs. 

If we be conquered, let men conquer us, 

And not thofe baftard Britons^ whom our fathers 

Have in their own Land beaten, bobb'd and thump'd; 

And on record left them the heirs of fliame. 

Shall thefe enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives? 

Ravifli pur daughters ? hark, I hear their drum. 

[Brum afar off. 
Fight, gentlemen of England; fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head: 
Spur your proud horfes hard, and ride in blood : 
Amaze the welkin with your broken ftaves ! 

Enter a Meffinger. 

What fays lord Stanley, will he bring his Power? 

Mef, My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich, OS yNxth his fon George % head. 

Nor, My lord, the enemy is part the marfli ; 
After the battle let \oxd George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. 
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X. Rich. A thoufand hearts are great within my 
bofom. 
Advance our ftandards, fet upon our foes ; 
Our ancient word of courage, fair St. George, 
Infpire us with the fpieen of fiery dragons. 
Upon them ! Viftory fits on our helms. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIII. 

Alarum, Excurjions. Enter Catefby. 

CateJ. D E S C U E, my lord of Norfolk, refcue, re- 

Xv fcue: 

The King enafls more wonders than a man^ 
Daring an oppofite to every danger? 
His horfe is flain, and all on foot he fights, * 
StcVXtig {ox Richmond in the throat of death. 
Refcue, fair lord, or elfe the day is loft. 

Alarum, Eater King Richard. 

K. Rich. Ahorfe ! ahorfe ! my kingdomfora horfe ! 

Catef. Withdraw^ my lord. Til help you to a horfe. 

K. Rich, Slave, I have fet my life upon a Caft, 
And I will ftand the hazard of the Dye : 
I think, there be fix Richmonds in the field ; 
Five have I flain to day inftead of him. 
A horfe ! a horfe ! my kingdom for a horfe ! [Exeunt. 

Alarums, Enter King Richard and Richmond ; they 
fight, Richard isjlain. 

Retreat and flour yh, J?7i/fr Richmond, Stanley ^^^r/ng* 
the Crown^ with divers other Lords, 

Richm, God and your arms be prais'd, vi(5prious 
friends. 
The day is ours ! the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Couragiou^ Richmond, well haft thou acquit 
thee : 
Lo, here ihefe long-ufurped royalties, 
From the dead temples of this bloody vjitXcVv^ 
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Have I pluckt oflF, to grace thy brows withal. 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make ufe of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, fay, Araen to all ! 
But tell me firft, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and fafe in Leicejier town ; 
Whither, if you fo pleafe, we may withdraw us. 

Richm. What men of Name are flain on either 
fide? 

Stan. John Duke of Norfolk, Walter the lord Ferrii, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, Sir William Brandon, 

Richm, Inter their bodies as becomes their births* 
Proclaim a pardon to the foldiers fled, 
That in fubmiffion will return to us. 
And then, as we have ta'en the facrament. 
We will unite the white Rofe and the red. 
Smile heaven upon this fair conjundion. 
That long hath frown'd upon their enmity ! 
What traitor hears me, and fays not. Amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and fcarr'd herfelf; 
The brother blindly fhed the brother's blood. 
The father raflily flaughter'd his own fon. 
The fons, compell'd, been butchers to the fire: 
All this divided York and Lancajler^ 
Divided in their dire divifion. 
O now let Richmond and Elizabeth^ 
The true Succeeders of each royal Houfe, 
By God*s fair ordinance conjoin togctherl 
And let their heirs (God, if thy will be fo) 
Enrich their time to come with fmooth-facM peace, 
With fmiling plenty, and fair profp'rous days. 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord \ 
That would reduce thefe bloody days again. 
And make poor England weep in ftreams of blood. 
Let them not live to tafte this land's increafe, 
That would with treafon wound this fair land's peace. 
Now civil wounds are flopp'd. Peace lives agen : 
That fhe may long live here, God fay, Amen ! 

[Exeunt. 
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PROLOGUE. 

T Come no more to make you laugh ; things now^ 
-*- That bear a weighty and a ferious brow, 
Sad^ high^ and working, full ofjlate and woe; 
-Such noble f cents ^ as draw the eye to flow ^ 
Wejhall prejent, Thofe^ that can pity^ here 
May^ if they think it well^ let fall a tear; 
ThefubjeSl will deferve it. Such, as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe. 
May here find truth, too . Thofe, that come to fee 
Onhf it flow or two, (andfo agree. 
The Play may pafs) if they be fill and witling, 
ril undertake, may fee away their fhilling 
Richly in twofhort hours. Only they. 
That come to hear a merry, bawdy play; 
A noife of targets; or to fee a fellow 
In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow ; 
Will be deceived : for, gentle hearers, know. 
To rank our chofen truth withfuchafhow 
As fool andfi^ht is, (bejides forfeiting 
Our own brains, and th^ opinion that we bring 
To make that only true we now intend) 
Will leave us ne'^er an under ftanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodnefs' fake, as you are known 
Thefirfl and happiejl hearers of the town. 
Be fad, as we would make ye. Think ye fee 
The viry perfons of our noble fUtry, 
As they were living : think, you fee them great. 
And followed with the genral throng, andfweat 
Of thoufand friends ; Then, in a moment, fee 
Howfoon this mightinefs meets mifery ! 
And, if you. can be merry then, I'll fay, 
A man may weep upon his wedding day. 
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Dramatis Perfonae. 

KING Hcnfy the Eighth, 

Cardinal Wolfcy, his firji Minijer and FavcuriU, 

Crzumer^ Archb^op of CsLnicibmy. 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Uuke oj Buckingham. • 

Duke of Suffolk. 

Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Chamberlain. 

Cardinal Campcius, the Fope's Legal, 

Gapucius^ Ambajfador from the Emperor ChsLxla the Fifth, 

5jr Thomai Audlcy, Lord Keeper aftet Sir Thom^LsMoTt', and Hen 

Lord Chancellor. * ' 

Gardiner, Bifhop of Wincfhcftct. 
Bifhop of Lincoln. 
Lord Abergavenny. 
Lord. SsiTids, 
Sir Henry Guildford. 
Sir Thomas Lovel. 
Sir Anthony Denny* . 
Sir Nicholas Vaux. ' . 

Sir William Sands. 

Cromwell, Jfr^ Servant to 'Wo\£cy, aflertmrdsto the l^gi 
Griffith, Gentleman- U/ker to Qu^s Catharine. 
Three Gentlemen. 

Dolior Butts, Phyfcian to the Kingi 
Garter, King at Arms^ 
Surveyor to the Duke of /Rfxckin^him. 
Brandon, Serjeant^t Arm, 
Door'Keepltr of the-CounciinQhetrnhet, 
Porter y dnd his Man. . . • \ . 

Queen Catharine, ^r^ Wife to King Henry, aflertuards divorced, 
Anne BuUen, beloved by the King^ and afterwards married to him. 
An old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. 
Patience, Woman of the Bedchamber to QufsnXlRthzxmtk 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dutfib 'Shews, Women attending upon the 
Queen ; Spirits, which appear to her. Scribes, Officers, Guards, and " 
other Attendants. 

the SCENE lies mojily in London and Weftmin- 
fter; once^ a/'/Kimbolton. 

The 
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A G T I. SCENE !• 

An Antichamber in the Palace. 

Enter thtDuke ^Norfolk, nt one door: at the other, the 
Duke q/" Buckingham, and the It^rrf Abergavenny. 

Buckingham. 

GOOD-morrow, and well met. How have you 
done, 
Since laft we faw in Frana? 

Kor. I thank your Graces 
Healthful, and ever fince a frefh admirer 
Of what I Caw there. ^ 

Buck, An untimely ague 
Staid me a prifoner in my chamber, when 
Thofe funs of glory, thofe two lights of men, . 
Met in the vale of Arde. 

Nor. 'Twixt Guynes ^nd Arde : 
I was then priefent, faw 'em falute on horfe-back. 
Beheld them when they lighted, how they clung > 
In their embracement, as they grew together; 
Which had they, what four thron'd 6nes could have 

weighed 
Such a compounded one ? ' 

Buck. All the whole time, 
I was my chamber s prifoner. 

Nor, Then you loft 
The view of earthly glory : mtn might fay, 
'Till this time Poitip was fmgle, but honn m^xva ^ 
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To one above itfelf. Each following day 
Became the next day's matter, 'till the laft 
Made former wonders, it's. To-day the French^ 
All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods. 
Shone down the Englijh; and to-morrow they 
Made 'Briiain\ India : every man that flood, 
Shew'd like a mine*. Theit dwarfifli pages were 
As Cherubins, all gilt ; the Madams too. 
Not us'd to toil, did almoft fweat to bear 
The pride upon them ; that their •very labour 
Was to them as a painting. Now this malk 
Was cry'd, incomparable ; and th' enfuing night 
Made it a.foQil and beggar. The. two Kings, 
Equal in luftrey were now beft, now worft. 
As prefence did prefent them ; him in eye. 
Still him in praife; and being prefent both, 
'Twas faid, they faw but one ; and no difcerner 
Durft wag his tongue in cenfure. When thefc ftms 
(For fo they phrafe 'em) by their heralds challeng'd 
The noble fpirits to arms, they did perform 
Beyond thought^-5 compafs; that old fabuloujs ftory 
(Being now feen poflible enough) ^ot credit ; 
That *Bevis was believ'd. 

Buck. Oh, you go far. 

Nor, As I belong to worfhip, and affed 
In honour, honefty; the trad of every thing 
Would by a good difcourfer lofe fome life, 
Which Anion's felf was tongue to. All was royal ; 
, To the difpofing of it nought rebell'd ; 
Order gave each thing view ; The office did 
Diflindly his full fundion. 

Buck, Who did guide, 
I mean, who fet the body and the limbs 
Of this great fport together, as you guefs ? 

Nor* One, fare, that promifes no element 
In fuch a bufinefs. 

* the old romantic Legend o/Bcvis of Southampton. This Bevis (or, 
£eauvois) a Jaxon, was for his Prowcfscrcated by RKiV/iaTathc Conqueror, 
Ea.rl of Southampton i Of whom, CwnbAenmYa^BTitaTmtu, Mr. T/ieobald 
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Buck. Pray you, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order'd by the good difcretibn 
Of the right rev'rend Cardinal of York. 

Buck. The devil fpeed him ! no man's pye is freed 
From his ambitious finger. What had he 
To do in thefe fierce vanities ? I wonder^ 
That fuch a ketch can with his^ very, bulk 
Take up the rays o'rh' beneficial fun, ' ' 
And keep it from the earth. ' 

Nor. Yet, furely, Sir, 
There's in him fluff that puts him to thefe ends. 
Forbeihg not proptby anceftry, whofe grace 
Chalks fucceffors their way; nor called upon 
For high feats done to th' Cirown v neither allyM^ • 
To eminent afliftants ; but fpidfcr-like 
Out of his felf-drawn web; — this gives us note*, 
The force of his own merit makesi his w^y ; 
A gift that heaven gives ; which buys for him 
A place next to the King. 

Aber. I cannot tell 
What heav'n hath giv'n him; let fdnte graver eye 
Pierce into that: but I can fee his prid6 ' 
Peep throiigh-c-ich part of him; whence has he that? 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard, 
Or has given all before ; and he begin* 
A new hell in himfelf. 

Buck. Why the devil. 
Upon the French Going out, took he upon him. 
Without the privity o'th' King, t' appoint 
Who (hould attend him ? he makes up the file 
Of all the gentry : for the moft part fucb. 
To whom as great a charge as little honour 
He meant to lay upon : And his own letter 
(The honourable board of co'uncil out) 
Muft fetch in him he papers, 

Aber. I do know ? 

Kinfmen of mine, three at the leaft, that have 
By this fo fickwi'd their eftates, that never 

P3 TVv^ 
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They iliall abound as formerly. 

BMck. Q, coany 
Have broke their bricks with bymg xnaqnors oi> ero 
For this great journey. What di^ this vanity 
But minifter communication of 
A moft poqriiTue? 

Nor. Grievijpgly, I tbiiik, 
The peace between the Frensfi ^nd us not valuea 
The coft, that did conclude it. 

Buck, Every man, 
After the hideous ftorm that foUow'dt >vas 
A thing infpir'45 and not confulting, broke 
Into a gpncjral pYophefy, that this te^npeft, 
DajhiQg t^e; garment pi this peace, ^iboijided 
The fudden bi^aich on't. ' 

Nor. Which is budded out : 
For France^ ^a^h ^aw'd the Jeague, asid hath attached 
Our merchants' goods at Bgurdeaux. 

Aber. Is it therefore 
Th' ambafladpr is filenc'd ? 

Not;. IJ^arry, is'|. 

Aber. A pi:qp^r title pf ^p^ace^ apd pprchas^d 
"At a fuperfluoi^s rat^ ! 

Buck'. Why, aJl this bufinefs 
Our rev'rend Cardinal carried* 

^or. Like it your Grace, 
The (late takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt ypu^nd the Ca^rdinat 1 advifc you, 
(And take it from a heart, that wiihes tovv'rds you 
Honour, and plenteoufi fafety ;) that you read 
The Cardinal's malice and his potency 
Together : to confider further, that 
What his high hatred would effeft, wants not 
A minifter in his powT. Yott know his nature. 
That he's revengeful ; and, I know, his fword 
Hath a fliarp edge : it's long, and,' t may be faid. 
It reaches far ; and where 'twiil not extend. 
Thither h^ dwts it. Bofom up my counfel. 

You'U 
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You'll fiod itwholefome. Lo, where comes that rock, 
That I advife your fhunning. 

SCENE II. 

Enter Cardinal Wolfey, the purfe. borne before him, cer- 
tain of the guards and two feeretaries with Tapers; the 
Cardinal iri his paffage fixeth his eye on Buckingham, 
and Buckingham on him, both full of difdain, 

WoL npHE Duke oi Buckingham'' s {urvey ox ? ha? 
JL Where's his examination ? 

Seer. Here, fo pleafe you. 

Wol. Is he in perfon ready ? 

Seer, Ay, an*t pleafe your Grace. 

Wol. Well, we ftiall then know more; 
And Buckingham fhall leflen this big look. 

[Exeunt Cardinal and his train. 

Buck, This butcher's cur is venbm-mouth'd, and I 
Have not the pow'r to muzzle him ; therefore beft 
Not wake him in bis flumber. A beggar s book 
Out-worths a noble's blood. 

JYbr. What, are you chaf!d ? 
Alk God for temp' ranee ; that's th'. appliance only. 
Which your difcafe requires. 

Buck. 1 read in's looks 
Matter againft me, and his eye revii'd 
Me as his abjCiJl objeift ; at this inftant 
He bores me with fo me tricky he's gone to th' King: 
I'll follow and out-ftare him. 

Nor. Stay, my lord ; 
And let your reafon with your choler queftion 
What 'tis you go about. To^limb fleep bills. 
Requires flow pace at firft. ' Anger is like 
A full-hot horfe, who being allowed his wayj 
Self-mettle tires him: not a man in Efigland 
Can advife me, like you : be to'yourfelf, 
As you would to your friend. 

P j^ ^uc\. 
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Buck, ril to the King, 
And from a fnouth of honour quite cry downr 
This Jj^zVA fellow's infolence ; or proclaim, 
There's difF'rence in no perfons. 

Kor» Be advis'd; 
Heat not a furnace for your foe fo hot, 
That it do fmge yourfelf. We may put-run 
By violent fwiftnefs, that which we run at ; 
And lofe by over-running: know you not. 
The fire that mounts the^ liquor 'tilFt run o'er, 
Seeming t' augment it, waftes it? be advis'd : 
I fay again, there is no Engli/h Soul 
More ftronger to direft.you than yourfelf'; 
If with the fap of reafon you would quench,. 
Or but allay, the fire of paffion. 

Buck. Sir, ' 

I'm thankful to you, and Til go along 
By your Prcfcription ; but this top-proud fellow^. 
Whom from the flow of gall 1 name not, but 
From fincerc motions ; i by intelligence. 
And proofs as clear as founts in jWj, when 
Wc fee each grain of gi^avcl, I do know 
To be corrupt and treafonous. 

Nor. Say not, treafonous. 

Buck. To th' King Fll fay't, and make my voucH^ 
as firong 
As ftiore of rock. — — r-Attend. This holy fox, 
Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal rav'nous. 
As he is fubtle ; and ^s prone to mifchicf, 
As able to perform't;)f his mind and place 
Infeding one another, yea, reciprocally, 
Only to fhew his pomp, as well in France 
As here at home, fuggcfts the King our raafter 
To this laft coftly treaty, th' iiiterview, 
That fwallow'd fo much tre^fu re, and like a glafs 
Did break i'th! rin(ing> : i 

Nor. Faith, ^nd fo it did* 

Buck. Pray, give me favour> Sir. — This cunning 
Cardinal The 
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The articles- o'th' combination drew. 

As himfelf pleaa'd; and they wete ratify'd, 

As he cry'd, let it be — -to-as much end, ' 

As give a crutch to th' dead. But our Court-CaTdtnar 

Has done this, and 'tis well- for worthy Wolfey^ 

Who cannot err^ he did it. i Now i this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To th' old dam, treafon ;) Charles the Emperor, 
Under pretence to fee the Queen his aunt, 
(For 'twas indeed his colour, but he came 
To whifper Wolfey;) here makes vifitation: 
His fears were, that the interview betWixt 
Englfnid and France might through their amity ■. !' 
Breed him Tome ^rejwdice ; for from thb league 
Peep'd harms, that menac'd him. He privily 
Deals with our Cardiilal, and,' !as I; trow, 
Which I do well— for, I am fure^ the fimperor 
Paid ere he prom^is'd, whereby his fait was granted^ 
Ere it was ask'd. But when the way-was made. 
And pav'd with gold ; the Emp'ror th\|S defir'd, 
That he would pleafe to alt^r the King's courfe. 
And break the forefaid pe^ce. liet the King know,. 
(As foon he fhall by me) that thus the Cardinal 
Does buy and fell his honour as he pleafes, 
And for his own advantage. 

Nor, I am forry 
To hear this of him v >nd could wifli, you were 
Something miftaken in't. 

BucL Na, not a fyJlable : 
I do pronounce him in that very (hapc,- 
He (hall appear in proof. 

s c E N E III. 

Enter Brandon, a Serjeant at Arms before him^ and two • 
or three of the guard. 

Bran, XT' OUR office, Serjeant; execute it. 
JL Serj. Sir, 

p ^ m^ 
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My lord the Duke of Buckingham^ a)nd Earl 
Of Hertford, itqffbrd, and Nmhampton, I 
Arrefl: thee of high treafon, in t4)e name 
Of our moft Sov'retgn King. 

Buck, Lo you, my lord. 
The net has falfn upon me ; I (hall perifh 
Under device' and praftice. 

Bran. I am forry 
To fee you ta'en from liberty, to look on 
The bufinefs. prefeiit. 'Tis his Highnefs' pleafure 
You Ihall to th' Jlciawr. ^ 

Buck. It will helip mc nothing 
To plead ntine innocence ^ for that dye is on me. 
Which makes ttiy Mrhit'ft part black. The will o£ 

heav'n ' . . . 
Be done in this a^d all things ! I obey. 

my lord Aberga'^ny, fare ye well. 

Bran, Nay, he muft bear you company* The King 
Is pleasM you ftiall to th' Tower, 'till you know 
How he determines 'further. 

Aber. As the 'Dttke'Taid,- ^ ^ ^ 
The will of heaven be done, and the King's pleafure 
By me obey'd ! 

hran. Here is a warrant from 
The King, t' attach lord Montague; and the bodies 
Of the Duke's confeflbr, John de la Court 
And Gilbert Feck, his chancellor. 

Buck. So, fo; 
Thefe are the limbs o'th' plot; no more, I hope? 

Bran, A monk o'th' Chartrtux. 

Buck, Nicholas Hopkins? 

Bran. He. 

Buck, My furveyoris falfe, the o'er-great Cardinal 
Hath (hew'd him gold ; my life is fpann'd already t 

1 am the fhadow of poor Buckingham, 
Whofe^figure ev'n this inftant cloiid puts on, 
By dark'ning my clear fun. My lord, farewel. 

[Exeunt. 
S G E N E 
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S G E N E IV. 

Changes to (he Council-Chamber. 

ilorneU Enter King Henry, leaning on the CardinaTs 
Jhoulder; the Nobles, and Sir Thoi^as Lovel; the Car- 
dfnial placisJiimfelf yunderihe Kings feet, on his right 
fide. 

King. Ti /f Y life itfelf, and the bed heatt of it, 

IVL Thanks you for this great care: I flood 
rth' level 
Of a full-charg'd ionfed'Tacy, and give thanks 
To you that choak'd it. Let be call'd before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham's in p6rfon ; 
I'll hear hiin his tdnfeflTiOns juftify, 
And point by point the tteafons of his inafler 
He fhall again relate. 

A noife within, crying^ Room for the Queen, Enter 
ike^echi^erd by the Dukes af Norfolk, and Suf- 
folk : fhe kneels. The King rifeth ftem hisflate, takes 

' her up, kiffes and placeth her bf him. 

Queen. Nay, we muft longer kneel; I am a Alitor. 

King. Arife, and take your place by us ; half your 
fuit 
Never name to us ; yoii have half our power : 
The other moiety, ere you aflc, is given; 
Repeat your will, and take it. 

(^een. Thank your Majefty. 
That you would loVe yourfelf, and in that love 
Not unconfider'd kave your honour, nor 
The dignity of your office, is the point 
Of my petition. 

King, Lady mine, proceed. 

Queen. 1 atti foiicited, not by a few, 
And thofe of true condition, that your fubjefls 
Are in great grievance. There have been cortimiflions 
Seat down among 'em, which have ftW d\N\^ V^-^-^x. 

P6 ^^ 
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Of all tBeirloy^Uics; wherein although [To Wolfey. 
(My good Lord Cardinal) ihcy vent reproaches 
Moft bitterly on you, as putter-on 
Of thefe exaftions -, yet the King our mafter 
(Whofe honour heav'n- fhield from foil) ev'n he 

(capes not . ' ^ 

Language unmannerly; yea fuch, which breaks 
The fides of loyalty, and almoft appears 
In loud rebellion. 

Nor, Not almoft appears, . 
It doth appear ; for, upon thefe taxations;, 
The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to tbem 'longing, have put off 
The fpinners, carders, fullers, weavers, ; who. 
Unfit for other life, compeird by, hunger 
And lack of other means, in defp'rate. manner 
Daring th' event to th' teeth, are all in uproar. 
And Danger ferves among them. 

King. Taxation? 
Wherein ? and what taxation ? my Lord Cardinal,. 
You, that are blam'd for it alike with us^ ^ 
Know you of this taxation ? 

WoL Pleafe you. Sir, 
I know but of a fingle part in aught. 
Pertains to th' ftate, and front but in that file 
Where others tell fteps with me, 

■^ Queen, No, my Lord, 

You know no more than others : but you frame. 
Things that are known alike,which.are not wholefome 
To thofe which would not know them, and yet muft 
Perforce by their acquaintance, Thefe exaflions 
(Whereof my Sov'reign would have note) they are 
Moft peftilent to th' hearing; and, to bear 'em. 
The back is facrifice to th' load; they fay. 
They are devis'd by you,, or elfe you fuffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

King, Still, exadion 1 
The nature of it, in what kind let's kndw 

Js this exa&ion? Queen. 
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Queen, 1 am much too yeaf rous ^ c ; 

In tempting of. youtpaticncCt but am bojd'en/d 
Under your promised pardon. The fubjeds' grief 
Gomes through commiflions, which corppel from each 
The fixth part^.of his fubftance, to.be levy'd 
Witho.ut delay ; and th^ pretence for this 
Is na^'d,; your wars in france. This makes bold' 

:iriQuths ; ; 
Tongues fpit their duties^ out,, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in thern; Ail their curfes now 
Live where their pray'rs did;/ and it's come.to pafs, 
That ti:a<Rable,:obe4ieiK:e is a, flavc 
To each incienfed Avill. I would, yo^r.Highnefs 
Would give it quick COP fideXfilipn, for ,. 

There is no primer bufin^fs* 

. ,King,^y mylife, . u 

This is againft pur'pleafure.; 

WoL Axid forme, - 

I have no further gone in this, than by 

A fmgle voice; and that not pa ft me, but 

By learned appiobatipn of the judges. 

If I'm traduc'd by tongues, which neither know 

My faculties^ nor perfon ;. y?t will be 

The chronicles of my- doing ; let me fay, 

'Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 

That virtue muft go through : we muft not flint^ 

Our neceffary ad ions, in the fear ^ 

To cope malicious cenfurers ; which eyer, 

As rav'nous fifties do a veflel follow ' 

That is new trimmM ; but benefit no further 

Than vainly longing. What we oft do beft. 

By fick interpreters, or weak ones, is 

Not ours, or not allowM : what worft, as oft 

Hitting a grofler quality, is cry'd up 

For our bed ad : if we ftand (till, in fear 

Our motion will be mock'd orV:arped at. 

We ftiould take root here where we fit: 

Oi- fit flate-fiatues only. 
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King. Things done Well, ' 

And with a care, exempt themfcives from fear : 
Things done without example, m their iffue 
Are to be fear'd. Have you a precedent 
, Of this comttviffion? I believe, not any. 
We muft riot rend our fubjefts from oti-r lawis, 
And ftict tfcem in our will. Sixth pait of eafth F 

A trembling contribution ! ^why, w-e take 

From ev'fy tree, lop, bark, and part o'th' timber: 
And though we leave it with a r^ot, thus hackt. 
The Jdr will drink the fap. Ta every county. 
Where this is queftion'd, fend our letters, with 
Free patdon to each man that has defty'd ' 
The force of this commiffifen: pray look to\\ 
I put it to your care. 

WoL A word with you. [To the Secretary, 

Let there be letters writ to ev'ry fhire. 
Of the King's grace and pardon t The gtiev'd com- 
mons 
Hardly conceive of ine, let it be nois'd,^ 
That, through our interceflron, this revokemfefit 
And par<ion comes ; I fliali anon advife yoii 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit S^creiarj, 

S C E N E V. 

Enitr Surveyor. 

Queen. T'M forry, that the Duke oi Buckingham 
X Is run in your difpleafure. 
King It grieves many ; 
The gentleman is learn'd, a moft rare fpeaker. 
To nature none more bound ; his training fuch. 
That he may furnifji and inftruft great teachers, 
And never feek for aid out of himfelf. 
Yet fee, when noble benefits (hall prove 
Not well difpos'd, the mind grpwn once corrupt, 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly 
Tbaa ever they were faii. This man fo complete 



King H^NRY VIII. 3^7 

Who was enroird 'mongft wonders, and wheii we, 
Almoft with lift'ning ravi(h'd, could not find 
His hour of fpeech, a minute ; he, my lady. 
Hath into monftrous habits put the graces 
That once were his; and is becom? as black, 
As if befmcar'd in hell. Sit, you fhall h^ar 
(This was his gentleman in truft) of him 
Things to ftrikc honour fad. Bid him recount 
The fore-recited pradiccs, whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

WoL Stand forth, and with bold fpirit relate, what 
you, 
Moft like a carefol fubjeft, have colleAed 
Out of the Duke of Buckingham. 

King, Speak freely. 

Surv, Firft, it was ufual with him, ev'ry day 
It would infeft his fpeech^ that if the King 
Should without iffuc die, he'd carry it fo 
To make the fcepter his. Thefe very words^ 
I've heard, him utter to his fon-in-law, 
Lord Abergany^ to whom by oath he menaced 
Revenge upon the Cardinal. 

WoL Plcafe your Highnefs, note 
His dangerous conception iathis point : 
Not friended by his wifli to yopr high perfon. 
His will is moft malignant, and it ftretches 
Beyond you to your friends. 

Queen, My learn'd Lord Cardinal, 
Deliver all with charity. 

King, Speak on; 
How grounded he his title to the crown. 
Upon our fail ? to this point haft thou heard him 
At any time fpeak aught? 

Surv. He was brought to this. 
By a vain prophefy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

King, What was that Hopkins 7 

Surv, Sir, a Chartreus Friar, 
His confcffbr, who fed him evety minute 
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With words of Sovereignty, , ' 

King, How know'ft thou this? . 

^wrt;. Not long before yourHighnefsfped to France^ 
The Duke being at the Rofe, within. the parilh^ 
St. Lawrence Poultney^ did of me demand 
"What was the fpeechltmong the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey ? I reply'd. 
Men fear'd, the French would prove perfidious^ 
To the King's danger: prefently the Duke 
Said, 'twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted, 
'Twould prove the verity of.certain words 
Spoke by a holy Monk ; that oft, fays he. 
Hath fent to me^ wifliing me to peiynit 
JoJin de la Court, my Chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from him a matter of fome moment-: 
Whom after under the Confeflion's feal 
He folemnly had fworn, that, what he fpoke. 
My Chaplain to no creature living, but 
To me, fhou'd utter; with demure confidence. 
Thus paufingly enfu'd; — Neither th^ K.ingv nor's 
heirs ~ 

(Tell you the Duke) fliall profper; bid him flrive 
To gain the love o'th' commonalty ; the Duke 
Shall govern England, 

Queen, If I know you well. 
You were the Duke's furveyor, and loft your office 
On the complaint o'th' tenants; take good heed. 
You charge not in your fpleen a noble person. 
And fpoil your nobler foul : I fay, take heed; 
Yes, heartily I befeech you. 

King, Let him on. 
Go forward. i 

SiLrv^ On my foul. Til fpeak but truth. 
I told my Lord the Duke, by th' devil's illufio.ns 
The Monk might be deqeivfd; and that 'twas 

dang'rous 
For him to ruminate on this, until 
It forg'd him fome defign, which, being believ'd, 

k 
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Ft was much like to do : he anfwer'd, Tufh, 
It was, much like to do : adding further, 
That had the King in his laft ficknefs failM, 
The CardinaFs and Sir Thomas LoveCs heads 
Should havQ gone ofiF, 

King, Ha I what fo rank ? ah, ha 

There's mifchief in this man ; canft thou fay further? 

Surv. 1 can, my Liege. 
• King. Proceed. 

Surv. Being at Greenwich^ 
After your Highnefs had reprov'd the Duke 
About Sir William Blomer — 

King, I remember 
Of fuch a time, he Being my fworn fervant, 
The Duke retain'd him his. But on; what hence? 

Surv, If, quoth he, I for this had been committed, 
As to the Tower, I thought; I would have play'd 
The part my father meant to ad upon 
Th* ufurper Richard, who, being at Salijbury^ 
Made fuit to come in's prefence; which if granted, 
(?As he made femblance of hi« duty) would 
Have put his knife into him. 

King, A giaht traitor ! [dom» 

WoL Now, Madam, may his Highnefs live in frec- 
And this man out of prifon ? 

Queen. God mend all !. 

A^tn^. There's fomething more would out of thee ; 
what fay'ft ? 

Surv. After the Duke his father with the knife, — 
He ftretch'd him, and with one hand on his dagger, 
Another fpreadon's breaft, mounting his eyes^ 
He did difcharge a horrible oath, whofetcnovir 
Was, were he evil'-usM, he would oi^-go 
His father, by as much as a performance 
Docs an irrefolUte piirpofe. i' ^ ' 

; iCin^. There's; bis period. 
To (^.cath bis kjuife in us ; he is attach'd, 
Call him to prefent trial; if he may 
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Find mercy in the law, 'tis his ; if none. 

Let him not feek't of us : by day and night, 

He's traitor to the height. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. 

An Apartment in the Palace, 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, and Lord Sands, 
Cham. T S'T poffible, the fpells of franco fliould jug- 

Men into fuch Arange mockeries ? 

Sands. New cuftoms, 
Though they be never fo ridiculous, 
Nay, let 'em be unmanly, yet are foUow'd. 

Cham. As far as I fce,^ all the good our Engltfh 
Have got by the laft voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o'th' face, but they are (hrewd ones; 
For when they hold ''em, you would fwear dircdly 
Their very nofes had been counfellors 
T:0 Fepin or Clotharius, they keep ftate fo. 

Sands-. They've all new legs, and lame ones; one 
would take it, 
(That never faw 'em pace before) the fpavia 
And fpring-halt rcign'd among 'em. 

Cham. Death ! my Lord. 
Their clothes are after fuch a pagan cut toa, 
That,fure, they've worn out chrittendom: how now? 
What news? Sir Thomas Lov elf 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovel. 

Lav. Faith, my Lord, 
I hear of none, but the new proclamation 
That's clap'd upon the court-gate. 
Cham. What is't for. 

Lov. The reformation of out travellM gallants. 
That fiU'd the court with quarrels^ talk, and tailors. 
Cham. I'm glad, 'tis there; now I would pray our 
Monfieurs 

Tm 



'' 
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To think an Engli/h courtier may be wife, 
And never fee the Louvre, 
Lov, They muft either 
(For fo run the conditions) leave thofe remnants 
Of fool and feather, that they got in France; 
With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, as fights and fire-works ; 
Abufing better men than they can be, 
Out of a foreign wifdom : clean renouncing 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall ftockings, 
Short-bolfter'd breeches, and thofe types of travel ; 
And underfland again like honeft men, 
Or pack to their old play-fellows ; there, I take it, 
They may, cum privilegio, wear away 
The lag end of their lewdnefs, and be laughed at. 

Sands. Tis time to give them phyfic, their difeafes 
Are grown fo catching. 

Cham. What a lofs our ladies 
Will have of thefe trim vanities ? ^ 

JLov, Ay, marry, # 

There will be woe indeed. Lords; the fly whorefons 
Have got a fpeeding trick to lay down Ladies : 
A French fong and a fiddle has no fellow. 

Sands, The devil fiddle 'em ! Tm glad, they're going: 
For, fure, there's no converting 'em ! now, Sirs, 
An honeft country Lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain fong. 
And have an hour of hearing, and, by'r Lady, 
Held current mufic too. 

Cham. Well faid. Lord Sands: 
Your colt's tooth is not caft yet? 
^ Sands. No, my Lord, 
Nor (hall not, while I have a flump. 

Champ Sir Thomas y 
Whither are you going ? 
Lov. To the Cardinal's ; 
Your Lordfhip is a gueft too. 
Cham. O, tis true ; 
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This night he makes a fupper, and a great one. 
To many Lords and Ladies; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I'll affufe you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind, 
indeed; 
A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us, 
His dew falls ev'ry where. 

Cham, No doubt, he's noble; 
He had a black mouth, that faid /other of him. 

Sands, He may, my Lord, h'as wherewithal: in him, 
Sparing would jftiew a worfc fin than ill dofirinc* 
Men of his way fhould be moft liberal, 
TheyVe fei here for examples. 

Cham, True, they are fo ; 
But few now give fo great ones : my barge (lays ; 
Your Lordfbip fhall along : come, good Sir Thomas, 
We {hall be late elfe, which I would not be. 
For I was fpoke to, with Sir Henry Guilford^ 
This night to be comptrollers. 

Sands, Fm your Lordfhip's^. [EkeunL 

SCENE VII. 

Changes to York-houfe. 

Hautboy^. A/mall table under ajlaiefor the Cdrdinat\, 

a longer table for the guejls, then enter Anne Bullen, 

and dimrs other ladies and gentlewomen,, Us guejls,, at 

one. door ^ at another door, enter Sir Hendry Guilford. 

Guil, T A D I E S, a general welcome from his Grace 

1 i Salutes you all : this night he dedicates 
To fair content and you: none here, he hopes, 
In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry. 
As, firft-good company, good wine, good welcome, 
Can make good people. 

Enter Lord Chamberlain^ Lord Sands and LoveU 

O my Lord, y'are tardy; 
. . The 
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The very thoughts of this fair company 
ClapM wings to me. 

Cham, You're young, Sir Harry Guilford. 

Sands, Sir Thomas Lovely had the Cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him» fome of thefc 
Should find a running banquet ere they retted: 
1 think, would better pleafe 'em: by ray life. 
They are afwect fociety of fair ones. 

Lov, O, that your Lordfliip were but now confeflor 
To one or two of thefe. 

Sands, I would, I were ; 
They Diould find eafy penance. , 

Lov. 'Faith, how eafy ? 

Sands, As eafy, as a down-bed would afford it. 

Cham. Sweet ladies, will it pleafe you fit ? Sir Harry^ 
Place you that fide, I'll take the charge of this: 
His Grace i« entring : -nay, you mutt not freeze; 
Two women, plac'd together, make cold weather: 
My Lord Sands,, you are one will keep 'em waking ; 
Pray, fit between thefe ladies. 

Sands, By my faith, 
And thank your lordftiip. By your leave, fweet ladies; 
If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me : 
I had it from my father. 

Anne- Was he mad, Sir? 

Sands, O, very mad, exceeding mad, in love too ; 
But he would bite none; jutt as I do now, 
He'd kifs you twenty with a breath. 

Cham, Well faid, my Lord: 
So now y'are fairly feated : gentlemen, 
The penance Jies. on you, if thefe fair ladies 
Pafs away frowning. 

Sflwofj. For my little cure. 
Let me alone. , 

^Hautboys, Enter Cardinal Wo\k)\.and tdkes hisjiatt. 

T^o/. Y'are welcome, my fair guefis ; that noble 
lady, 



^^ 
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Or gentleman, that is not freely merry, 

Is not my friend. This, to confirm my welcome; . 

And to you all good health. [Drinks. 

Sands. Your Grace is noble : 
Let me have fuch a bowl may hold my thanks. 
And fave me fo much talking. 

Wol. My Lord Sands, 
I am beholden to you ; cheer your neighbour; 
Ladies, you are not merry ;, gentlemen, 
Whofe fault is this ? 

Sands, The red wine firft muft rife 
In their fair cheeks, my Lord, then we fliall have 'em 
Talk us to filence, 

Anne. You're a merry garaefter, 
My Lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play : 
Here's to your Ladyftiip, and pledge it, Madam : 
For 'tis to fuch a thing 

Anne. You cannot (hew me. 
J Sands. I told your Grace,' that they would talk anon*. 
[Drum and trumpets, chambers difcbarged. 

Wol. What's that ? 

Cham. Look out there, fome of ye. 

Wol. What warlike voice. 
And to what end is this ? nay, ladies, fear not ; 
By all the laws of war y'arie privileged. 

Enter a Servant. 

Cham. How now, what is't? 

Serv. A noble troop of flrangets. 
For fo they feem, have left their barge and landed; 
And hither make, as great ambaifadors 
From foreign Princes. 

Wol. Good Lord Chamberlain, 
Go, give 'em welcome; you can fpeak the French 

tongue ; 
And, pray, receive 'em nobly, and conduft 'em 
Into our prefence, where this heav'n of beauty 
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Shall fliine at full upon them. Some attend him. 

[All arife^ and tables removed. 
You've now a broken banquet, but we'll mend it. 
A good digeftion to you all ; and, once more, 
I ftiow'r a welcome on ye : welcome aH. 

Hautboys. Enter King and others as Majkers^ habited 
like Shepherds^ ujher d by the Lord Chamberlain, thej 
pajs diredily before the Cardinal, and gracefully falute 
him, 
A noble company ! what are their pleafures ? 

Cham, Becaufe they fpeak no Englijh^ thus they 
^ray'd 
To tell your Grace, that having heard by fame 
Of this fo noble and fo fair aflembly, 
This night to meet here, they could do no lefs, 
Out of the great rcfpeft they bear to beauty, 
But leave their flocks, and under your fair condufi; 
Crave kave to view thefe ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels wiih 'em, 

Wol, Say, Lord Chamberlain, 
They've done my poor houfe grace: forwhichlpay 

'em 
A thoufand thanks, and pray 'em, take their plcafures. 
[Chufe ladies^ King and Anne Bujlen. 
King. The faircft hand I evcrtouch'd ! O beauty, ' 
'Till now I never knew thee. [Mujic. Dame. 

Wol. My Lord.r— ^ 
Cham. Your Grace ? 
Wol. Pray tell 'em thus much frorti me: 
There (hould be one amongft 'em by his perfon 
More worthy this place than myfelf, to whom. 
If I but knew him, with my love add duty 
' I would furrender it. [Whifpir. 

Chami I will, my Lord. 
\ Wol. What fay they ? 

Cham, Such a one, they all confefs, 



536 King HET^RY YHI. 

There is, indeed ; which they would have your Grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

WoL Let me fee then : 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen, here I'll make 
My royal choice. 

King, You've found him, Cardinal : 
You holda fair affembly: you do well, Lord. 
You are a churchman, or, I'll tell you/Cardinal, 
I fliould judge now unhappily. 

WoL Fm glad, 
Yotir Grace is grown fo pleafaht. 

King. My Lord Chamberlain, 
Pr'ythee, come hither, what fair lady's that?; 

Cham. An t pleafe your Grace, Sir Thomas Bulletin 
daughter, 
(The Vifcount Rochfordy) one of her Highncfs' women. 
King. By heaven, (he's a dainty one : fweet heart, 
I were unmannerly to.take yau out, 

• - ' . \.To Anne.Bullen. 

And not to kifs you. A health, gentlenien. 
Let it go round. 
'Wot. Sir Thomas Lovely is the banquet ready 
Tth' privy chamber? 
,Lov. Yes, my Lord. 
. Wol. Your Grace, 
I fear, with dancing rs a litde heated. 
.^King. I fear, too much. 
WoL There's freflber air, my lord, 
In the next chamber. - j 

King. Lead in yourliadies every one: fweet partner, 
I muft not yet forfakeyou ; let's be merry. 
Good my lord.Cardinal, I have half a dozea health* 
To drink to thefe fair ladies, and atmeiafure 
To lead them once again ; and then let's dream 
Who's beft in favour. Let. the mufic knock it. 

[Exeunt imih Trumpits. 

ACT 
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A C T II. S G E N E I. 



w 



A STREET. 

Enter two Gentlemen at feveral Doors. 

ii I GentlemIan. 
HITHER away fo faft? 



« Gen. O Sir, God fave ye : 
Ev'n to the hall, to hear what fliall become 
Of the great Duke ol Buckingham. 

1 Gen, ril fave you 

That labour. Sir. All's now done, but the Ceremony 
Of bringing back the pris'ner. 

2 jGen, Were you there ? 

1 Gen, Yes, indeed, was I. 

2 Gen, Pray, fpeak, what has happened ? 

1 Gen. You may guefs quickly, what. 

2 Gen. Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gen, Yes, truly is he, and condcmn'd upon't. 

2 Gen. I'm forry for't. 

1 Gen, So are a number more. 

2 Gen. But, pray, how pafsM it ? 

1 Gen, rU tell you in a little. The great Duke 
Came to the Bar; where, to his Accufations 

He pleaded ftiil not guilty; and alledg'd 
Many (harp reafons to defeat the law. 
The King's Attorney, on the contrary, 
UrgM on examinations, proofs, confeflions 
Of divers witn^ffes, which the Duke delir'd 
To have brought viva voce to his Face ; 
At which appear d againft him, his furveyor. 
Sir Gitbert Pecke his chatncellor, and John Court 
Confeffor to him, with that devil-Monk 
Hopkins^ that' made this raifchief. 

2 Gen, That was he. 

That fed him with his prophecies. 
I Gen, The fame. 
Vol. VI. q^ K\\ 
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All thefe accused him ftrongly, which he fain 
Would have flung from him ; but, indeed, he could 

not: 
And fo his Peers upon this evidence 
Have found him guilty of high treafon. Much 
He fpoke, arid learnedly for life ; but all 
Was either pitied in bim^ or forgotten. 

s Gen. After all this, how did he bearhimfdf ? 

I Gen, When* he was brought again to th' bar, to 
hear 
His knell rung out, his Judgment, he was flirr'd 
With fuch an agony, he fwcat extremely ; 
And fomething fpok.e in choler, ill and haily ; 
But he fell to himfelf again, and fweetly 
In all the reft {hewM a moft noble patience. 

8 Gen. I do not think, he fears death. 

1 Gen. Sure, he does not. 

He never was fo womanifh ; the caufe 
He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gen. Certainly, 

The Cardinal is the end of this. 

1 Gen. 'Tis likely, 

By all conjeflures : firft, Kildaris attainder. 
Then Deputy of Ireland ; who removM, 
Earl Surrey was fent thither, and in hade top. 
Left he fliould help his father. 

2 Gen. That trick of flate 
Was a deep, envious one. ; 

1 Gen. At his return. 
No doubt, he will requite it ; this is noted. 
And, generally, whoever the King favour3. 
The Cardinal inftantly will find employment for. 
And far enough from court too, 

% Gen. Alt the corrimpns 
Hale him pernicioufly •. and, o' my copfciencc, 
Wifli him ten fathom deep : this Duke as much ' 
They love and doat on, call him bounteous Bucking 
The Mirror of all couriefy. [^77,, 

?» C E N E 
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SCENE II. 

Unter Buckingham front his Arraignment, {TipJ^es 
before him, the Am with the edge towards him. Jid- 
berts an each fide) ^iccompunied with Sir Thomas Lo^ 
vel. Sir Nicholas Vaux, Sir William Sands, and 
<omman FeepU^ Sec, 

1 Gtn. O TAY there, Sit, [oF. 

i3 And fee the noble tuiaM Man ybu fpeak 

2 Gen. Let's ftand ck>fe and behold hiit). 

Buck. All good People, 
You that thus far have tome Uy pify me. 
Hear what I fay, and then go home and Ibfe ttie: ^ 
I have this day reccivM a traitor s judgment. 
And by that ftame muft die; yet, heav'n bear wilnefs, 
And if I have a confcience, let it fink me 
Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful. 
To th' law I bear ho malice fot my death, 
'T has done, upon the Premifes, but Juftice: 
Butthofe that fought it, Icould wifii morfcGhriftians- 
Be what they will, I heartily forgive 'em; 
Yet let 'em look, they glory not in mifchief; 
Nor build their evils on the graves of great ^fen; 
For then, my guiltlefs blood muft cry againft 'em. 
For further life in this vrorid I ne'er hope. 
Nor will I file, although thie King have mercies 
Move than I dare make faults. You few that lov'd 

me. 
And dare be bold to ^i^eep for Buckingham^ 
His noble friends and fellows, whom to leave 
Is only bitter to him, only dying; 
Go with me, like good Angels, to my end : 
And as the long divorce of Reel falls on me, 
Make of your prayers one fweetTacrifice, 
An'd lift my foul to heaven. Lead on, o' God's namc^ 

Lov. I do befcech your Grace for charity, 
If ever any malice in your heart 

<^2 >N^^^ 
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Were hid againft me, now forgive me frankly. 

Buck, Sir Thomas Lovely I as Tree forgive you, 
As I would be forgiven : I forgive all. 
There cannot be thofe numberlefs offences 
'Gainft me, I can't take peace with : no black envy 

Shall mbrk my grave. Commend me to his Grace: 

And, if he {^QK)ii oi Buckingham, pray tell him. 
You met him half in heaven : my vows and pray'rs 
Yet are the King's ; and, 'till my foul forfake .me. 
Shall cry for blefling3 oh him. May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 
Ever belov'd and loving may his rule be J 
And when old time {ball lead him to his end/ 
Goodnefe, and he fill up one monument ! 

Lov. To th' water -fide I muft condud your Grace, 
Then give my charge up to Sir Nicholas Vaux, 
Who undertakes you to your end. 

Kaux. Prepare there. 
The Duke is coming : fee, the barge be ready : 
And fit it with fuch furniture as fuits 
The greatnefs of his Perfon. 

Buck. Nay, Sir JV/cAo/flj, 
Let it alone ; my ftate now will bat mock me. 
When 1 came hither, I was Lord .high Conftable, 
And Duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Mdxjoard Bohun ? 
Yet I am richer than my bafc accufers, 
That never knew what truth meant. I now feal it ; 
And with thait blopd, will imake '^m one day gro^jji 

for't. 
My noble father, Henry of Buckingham^ 
Who fixft rais'd head againft ufurping Richard^ 
Flying for fuccour to hi^ Cervant Bantjler^ 
Being diftrefs'd, was by that wretch betray'd. 
And without trial fell ; God's peace be with him f 
Henry the Sev'nth fucceed^ng, truly pitying 
My father's lafs, like a moft royal Prince 
Reflor'd to me my honours; and, from ruins. 
Made my natne onccjiiore noble. Now bis fon, 

Htnrf 
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tienry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one ftroke has tak^n 
For ever from the world. I had my trial, 
And muft needs fay, a noble one; which makes mc 
A little happier than my wretched father : 
Yet thus far we are one in fortune, both 
Fell by our fervan,ts, by thofe men we lov'd moft. 
A moft unnatural and faithlefs fervice I 
Heav'n has an end in all: yet, you that hear me, 
This from a dying mm receive as certain : 
Where you are liberal of your loves and counfels, 
Be fare, you be not loofe; thofe you make friends, 
And give yoiir hearts to, when they once perceive 
The leaft rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again, 
But where they mean to fink ye. All good people^ 
Pray for me ! I nmft leave ye ; the laft hour - 
Of my long weary life is come upon me : - 

Farewcl; and whe^ you would fay fomething fad. 
Speak, how I fell — I've done ; and God forgive me ! 
[Exeunt Buckingham and Train, 

1 Gen. O, this is full of pity; Sir, it calls, 
I fear, too many curfes on their heads, 
That were the authors. 

a Gen. If the Duke be guiltlefs, 
*Tis full of woe ; yet 1 can give you inkling 
Of an enfuing evil, if it fall. 
Greater than this.. 

1 Gen, Good angels keep it from us f 

What may it be? you do notdo^ubt my faiith. Sir ? 

2 Gen, This fecret is fo weighty, 'twill require - 
A ftrong faith to conceal it. 

1 Gen. Let me have it v - 
I do not talk much. 

2 Gen. I am confident ; 

You fhall, Sir; did you not pf late days I^ear 
A buzzing of a reparation ^ 

Between the King and Catherine ? 

0,3 i.Ciwv. 
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1 Ge% Ves, but it held noi ; 

For wb,eu the Kiog once heard it^ out of anger 
He fent cotnoaand to the Lord Mayor flxait 
To flop the rumour; and allay thofe tongues. 
That durft difperfe it. 

2 Gen, But that (lander, Sir, 

Is foifud a truth now; for it grows again 
Frefher than e'er it was t anxl held for certain. 
The King will venture at it. Either the Cardinal, 
Or fome about hiro near, have (out of malice 
To the good Queen) poffefs'd him with a fcruple 
That will undo her : to con£rm this too^ 
Cardinal Camp^ius is arrived, and lately. 
As all think, for this bufinefs. 

I Gen. 'Tis the Carding;. 
And merely to revenge him on the Emperor, 
For not bertowing on him^ at his a(king. 
The Arch-bifhoprick of Toledo, this is purposed. 

% Giu, I think, you've hit the mark ; but is't not 
t .cruel, 
Th<^ ihe (h^uld feel the fmart of this ? the Cardinal 
Will have bis will, and Ibe muft fall. 

I Gen. 'Tis woful. 
We are too open here to argue this : 
Let's think in private more. \^ExewiiU 

SCENE III. 

An Antechamber in the Palace. 
' EntesLord Chamberlain reading a letter, 

][^Y l^d, the harfes your lord/hip fent for^ with all' the 
^^•^ care I had^ J^f^tv well ckejin, riddm^ andJnmiJKL 
T'hey were young and handfome^ and of the beji breed in the 
North. When they were ready to Jet out for London, a 
man of my lord Cardinal" s,, by cemmiffion and' main power 
took "emfromme\ with this reajen; his mafier would be 
fervd before afubjeH^ if not befire ike Hing, which flopped 
our mouths^ Sir, . • . 

• • I fear, 
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I fear, he will, indeed ; well, let him liave thein ; 
He will have all, I think. 

Enkr to the Lord Chamberlain^ the Dukes tf/" Norfolk and 
SufFolk. 

Nor. Well met, my Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Qotd day to both your Graces. 

Suf, How is the King employed ? 

Cham. I left him private, 
Full of fad thoughts and troubles. 

Nor. What's the caufe? 

Cham. It feems, the marriage with his brother's 
wife 
Has crept too near his confcience. 

Suf. No, his confcience 
Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. Tis fo ; 
This is the Cardinal's doing; the King-Cardinal: 
That blind prieft, like the eldcft fon of fortune. 
Turns what he lifts. The King will know him one 
day. 

Suf. Pray God, he do \ he'll never know himfelf 
elfe. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his bufinefs. 
And with what zeal ? for now he has crackt the 

league 
'Tween us and the Emperor, the Queen's great ne- 
phew. 
He dives into the King's foul, and there fcattcrs 
Doubts, dangers, wringing of the confcience. 
Fears, and defpair, and all thefe for his marriage; 
And out of all thefe, to rcftore the King, 
He counfels a divorce ; a lofs of Her, 
That, like a jevvel, has hung twenty years 
About his heck, yet never loft her luftre ; 
Of her, that loves him with that excellence. 
That angels love good men with; even of her, 
That, when the greateft ftroke of fortuue C^\i.%, 

q,4 "^-^ 
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WHI blefs the King; and is not this courfe pious?* 
Cham. Heav'n keep me from fuch cauiifel ! 'tis moft 
true, 
Thefe news are ev'ry where ; evVy tongue fpeaks 'em. 
And evVy true heart weeps for't. All, that dare 
Look into thefe affairs, fee his main end. 
The French King's fifter. , Heav'n will one day open 
The King's eyes, that fo long have flept upon 
This bold, bad man. ' 

Suf, And free us froi?i his flavery. [liv'rance^ 

Nor. We had need pray, and heartily^ for dc- 
Or this iraperioijs man jvyill work us all 
From princes into pages ; all men's honours 
Lie like one lump before him, to be falhion'd 
Into what pinch he pleafe. 

SvJ, For me, my lords, 
1 love him not, nor fear him, there's my Creed : 
As I am made without him, fo I'll ftand. 
If the King pleafe : Jiis curf<£« and his blefllings 
Touch jne alike i they're 'bresjih I not believe in. 
I knew him, and I know him ; fo I leave him 
To him, that made him prpiid, the Pope. 

Nor, Let's in. 
And with fomeother bufinefs put the King {him ; 
From thefe fad thoughts, that work too much upon. 
My lord, you'll bear us company ? 
. Cham. Excufe me. 

The King hath fent me other-where ; betides. 
You'll find a moR unfit time tp difturb him : 
Health to your lordfiiips. [Exit Lord Chamberlain. 
Nor. Thanks, my good Lord Chamberlain. 

s .c E N E IV. 

The Scene draws^ and difcovers the lyitig fitting and read- 
ing penfively. 

Suf. T T O W fad he looks .' fure^ he is much af- 
rl fliaed. 

King. 
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JCing^. Who's there? ha? 

Nor. Pray God, he be not angry. 

King. Who's there, I fay ? how dare you thruft 
yourfelves 
Into my private meditations ? 
Who am I? ha? 

Nor. A gracious King, that pardons all offences, 
Malice ne'er meant: our breach of duty, this way. 
Is buGnefs of eftate ; in which we come 
To know your royal pleafure. 

King. Ye are too bold : 
Go to; ril make ye know your times of bufinefs : 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ah ? 

Enter Wolfey, and Campeius the. Pope's Legate with a 
Commijfion. 

Who's there ? my good Lord Cardinal ? O my Woi/ey\ 
The quiet of my wounded confcience ! 

Thou art a cure fit for a King. You're welcome. 

Mod learned rev'rend Sir> into our kingdom ; 

[To Campeius^ 
Ufc us, and it : my good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. 

Wol, Sir, you cannot : 
I would your Grace would give us but an hour 
Of private Gonfrence. 

Atng. We are bufy; go.. 

[r^ Norfolk ^nrf Suffolk. 

Nor. This prieffi has no pride in him ? 

Suf. Not tofpeak of: 
I would not be fo fick though, for his place: 
But this cannot coutinue. 

Nor, If it do, 
I'll venture one heave at him. 

Suf. I another. [Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 

Wol. Your Grace has giv'n a pr^ccilent of wifdom 
Above all Princes, in committing freely 
Your fcruple to the voice of Chrifiendom; 

as "^^^ 
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Who can be angry now? wlat envy reach yo«? 

The Spaniard, ty'd by bldod and favo^jr to fcer, 

Muft. now coni'efs, if they have any goodsefs^ 

The trial juft and noble. All the clerks^ 

I mean the learned one&, in chriftian kingdoms. 

Have their free voices. Rome^ the nurfe of Jisd^gmeat, 

Invked by your noble fcif, hath fcnt 

Ooe general tcmgw£ unto us, this good maiis 

This juft and learned pricft, Czrdin?A Cafnp€ius; 

Whom once more I prefeut waco your Highnefs.' 

King, And once more in mine arms I bid him wel- 
comje, 
And thank the hodiy Conclave fot their loves ; 
They've fent me fuch a man I would have wifh'd for. 

Gmn. Your Grace muft needs deferve all flrangcrs' 
loves, 
Ycki arc foi noUc: to yo¥MP Hightiefs^' hand 
I tender my cotmnii&bnv by whofe virtue,^ 
(The court of JKpm^ commanding) yau, my lord 
Cardindli of yb^r^ are joined with me^ theiv fervanf, 
In the irtipaEtial judging of this bufinefs. 

Ki?^, Two equal incn s tbe Queen &all be a^- 
quainted 
Forthwith for what you come. Where's Gardintr f 

WoL I know your Majcfly has always lov'd her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her what 
A woman of lefs place raj^t aflt byjaw ; 
Scholat^^ all oiw'd -freely to argue for hei. 

JCm^. Ay, amdi the befls, ike (halt have; and my 
favour 
To him that docs bcft, God foj«bid clfc. Cardinal, 
Pr'ythee, call Gardiner to me, my new Secretary, 
I find him a fit fellow. 

Enter Gardiner. 

Wol. Give i|Qe your hand 5 much Joy and favour 
to you; ; 
You are the Kings's no'w. 

Gard. 
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Gard, But to be commindcd 
For ever by your Grace, whofc hand has raisM inc. 

King. Come hither, Gardiner. [Walks and whijpers. 

Cam. My lord of York^ was not one Do£lar Fac^ 
In this man's place before him? 

Wol, Yes, he was. 

Cam. Was he not held a Ibamed man ? 

Wol. Yes, purely. 

Cam. Believe me, there's an ill opinion fpread then 
Ev'n of yourfelf, lord Cardinal. 

Wb/. How! of me? 

Cam, They will not ftick to fay, you envy'd him ; 
And fearing he would rife, he was fo virtuous. 
Kept him a foreign man Aiil: which fo griev'd him, 
That he ran mad anddy'd. 

Wol. Heaven's peace be with him ! 
That's chriAian care enough : for living murmurers. 
There's places of rebuke. He was a fool, 
For he would needs be virtuous. That good fellow. 
If I command him, follows my appointment ; 
I will have none fo near eUc. Learn this, brother. 
We live not to be grip'd by meaner perfons. 

King. Peliver this with modefty to th' Queen. 

[Exit Gardiner* 
The mod convenient place that I can think, of, 
For fuch rcceit of learning, is Black-Frytrs : 
There ye fhall meet about this weighty bufinefs. 
My Wol/ey^ fee it fumiih'd. O my lord, 
Would it not grieve an able man to leave 
So fweet a bedfellow ? but, confcience, confcience !- 
O, 'tis a tender place, and I muft leave her. [ExeunL 

S C E N E V. 

An Antechamber of the Qjieen'i Apartments. 
Enter Anne Bullen, and an old Lady. 

Anne, TVJO T for that neither here's the pang 

i.\ that pinches. 

0^6 '^^^ 
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His Highnefs having liv'd fo long with her^ and flic 

So good a lady, that no tongue could .ever 

Pronounce difhonour of her; by my life^ 

She never knew harm-doing : oh, now after 

So many courfes of the fun, enthroned, . 

Still growing in a majefty and pomp. 

The which to leave's a thoufand-fold more bitter. 

Than fweet at firft t'acquire ; after this procefs. 

To give her the avaunt I it is a pity 

Would move a monfter. 

Old L, Hearts of moft hard temper 
Melt and lament for her. 

Anne. In God's will, better . . 

She ne'er had known pomp ; though't be temporal^ 
Yet if that quarrel. Fortune, do divorce 
It from the bearer, 'tis a fufTrince panging 
As foul and body's fev'ring. 

Old L, Ah ! poor lady. 
She's ftranger now again. 

Anne, So much the more 
Muft pity drop upon her; verily, 
I fwear, 'tis better to be lowly bom. 
And range with humble livers in content; 
Than to be perk'd up in a glift'ring grief^ 
And wear a golden forrow. 

Old JL. Our content 
Is our beft Having. 

Anne, By my troth and maidenhead, 
I would not be a Queen. 

Old L, Belhrew me, I would. 
And venture maidenhead for't; and fo would you. 
For all this fpice of your hypocrify; 
You, that have fo fair parts of woman on you. 
Have too a woman's heart ; which ever yet 
Affeded eminence, weaUh, fovereignty; 
Which, to fay footh, are bleflings : and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Oi vour foft cheveril confcience would receive, 

If 
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If you might pleafe to ftretth it. 

Anne. Nay, good troth [Queen ? 

Old L. Yes, troth and troth : you would not be a 

Anne. No, not for all the riches under heay'n. 

OldL. 'Tis flrange ; a three-pence bovy'd would hire 
Old as I am, to qaeen it ; but 1 pray you, [me, 

What think you of a Dutchefs? have you limb 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne, No, in truth. 

Old L. Then you are weakly made : pluck oflF a little : 
I would not be a young Count in your way. 
For more than blufliing comes to : if your back 
Cannot vouchfafe this burden, 'tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. . 

Anne. How do you talk ! 
I fwear again, I would not be a Queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for little England 
You'd venture an emballing : I myfclf 
Would for Carndrvan/hire^ though there belonged 
Nomorc toth'Crownbutthat. Lo, who comes here? 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, 

Cham. Good-morrow, ladies ; what were't worth to 
The fecret of your confrence ? [know 

Anne. My good lord, 
Not your demand ; it values not your alking : 
Our miftrefs' forrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle bufinefs, and becoming 
The adion of good women : there is hope. 
All will be well. 

Anne. Now I pray God, amen ! [fings 

Cham. Yon bear a gentle mind, and heav'nly blef- 
Follow fuch creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive 1 fpeak fincerely, and high note's 
Ta'en of your mariy virtues,; the King's Majefty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpofe honour to you no lefs flowitL<^ 
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Than Marchionefs of P^ii^TpAtf; to which title 
A thoufand pounds a year, annual fupport. 
Out of his grace be adds. 

Anm. I do not know 
What kind of my obedience I fhould tender ; 
More than noy all, which is nothing ;i Nor nvy iprayers 
Are tiot words duly haliow'd, nor my wifibes 
More worth than vanities ; yet pray'rs and wifhes 
Are all I can return. 'Befeech youj lordibip^ 
Vouchfafc to fpeak my thanks and my obedience, 
As from a blufhing handmaid to his Highnefs ; 
"Whofe health and royalty I pray for. 

Cham.' Lady, . » 

I fhall not fail t'approve the fair conceit. 
The King hath of you. — I've pcnis*d her well;. 
Beauty and honour in her ate. fo naingled, [Afide, 
That they have caught the King; and who knows yet, 
But from this lady may proceed a Gem, 
To lighten all this ifle— Fll to the King, 
And fay, I fpoke with you.. [Exk Lord Ckafnberlain. 
Anne. My honourVi lord. 
Old L. Why, this it is ; fee, fee ! 
I have been begging fixteen years in court, 
(Am yet a courtier beggarly) nor could 
Come pat between too early and too late. 
For any fuit of pounds : And you, oh fate I 
(A very frefli fiih here; fie, fie upon 
This compeird fortune) have your mouth filFd up, 
Before you open it. 

Anne. This is ftrange to rae. 
Old L. How taftes it? is it bitter? forty pence, no : 
There was a lady once ('tis an old itory) 
That would not be a Queen, that would fhe not. 
For all the mud in E^ypt; have you heard it ? 
Anne. Gome, you arc pleafant.- 
Old L. With your theme, I could i 

O'ermount the lark. The Marchioaefs oi Pembroke ! 
A thoufand pounds a yeiar., for pure refpeft I 

No 
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No other Obligation? By my life, 
That promifes more thoufands : honour's train 
Is longer than his fore-fkirt. By this time, 
I know, your back will bear a Datchefs. Say, 
Are you not ftronger than you were ? 

Anne. Good lady, 
Make yourfelf mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on't. 'Would I had no being, 
If this falute my blood a jot ; it faints mc 
To think what follows. 
The Queen is comfortlefs, and we forgetful 
In our long abfence ; pray, do> not deliver ; 

What here y'ave heard, to her. 

Old L. What do you think mc?^ [Esuunt^ 

S C E N E VI. 

Changes to Black-Fryers. 

Trumpets, Sennet^ and Comets.. Enter two Vergers^ wiA 
JhortJUmr Wands; next them^ two Scriba in the habits 
oj Doders: after them^ the Bifiiop of Canterbury alone; 
after him, tie Biftiaps of Lincoln, Ely, Rochefter, 
and St, Afaph ; next them, with fome fmatl diflance^ 
follows a Gentleman bearing the purfe^ with the great 

, jfira/, and the Cardinal's hat ; then two Friefis^ bearing 
each afUver Crofs; then a Gentleman-xifher bare-headed^ 
accompanied with a ferjeant at arms^ bearing a mace; 
then two Gentlemen^ bearing two great Jilver pUlars; 
after tbem^ fide by fide, the two Cardinals; two noblemen 
withfword and mace. The King takes place under the 
cloth ofjlate; the two Cardinals fit under him^ as judges. 
The Queen takes place, fome difiance from the King. 
The Bifhops place themfelves on each fide the Court, in 
manner of a Confifiory : below thenu, the fcribes. The 
Lords fit next the Bifhops. The refl of the attendants 
fiand in convenient order about thefiage. 

WoL W/^ I L S T our commiflTion from Rome is read, 
V V Let fitence be commanded. 
King What's the need ? 



^x 
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It hath already publicly been read, 
And on all fides th' authority allow'd ; 
You may then fpare that time. 

WoL Be't fo ; proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry King oE England, come into thcr 
Court. 

Crier. Henry King of England^ 8cc. 

King. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Catharine^ Queen of England^ 
Come into the Court. 

Crier. Catharine Queen of England, ice. 
[The Queen makes no anfwer, rifes out of her chair ^ 

goes about the Court, comes to tht King, and kneels at 

his feet; then [peaks, '] ^ 

Queen, Sir, I defire you, do me right and juftice;: 
And to beftow your pity on riie ; for 
I am a moft poor Woman, and a flranger, 
Born out of your dominions; having here 
No judge indifiTrent, and no more affurance 
Of equal friendfliip and proceeding. Alas, Sir^ 
In what have I oflFended you ? what caufe 
Hath my behaviour giv'n to your difpleafure. 
That thus you fliould proceed to put me oflF, 
And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witnefj^ 
I've been to you a true and humble wife, 
At all times to your will conformable : 
Ever in fear to kindle your diflike, 
Yea, fubjeft to your countenance; glad or forry. 
As I faw it inclined : when was the hour, 
I ever contradiSed your defire ? 
Or made it not, mine too ? which of your friends 
Have I not ftrove to love, although I knew 
He were mine enemy? what friend of mine, 
That had to him derived yonr anger, did I 
Continue in my liking? nay, give notice. 
He was from thence difcharg'd. Sir, call to mind,. 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
l/puard of twenty years \ and have been bleft 

With 
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With many children by you. If in the cpurfe 
Andprocefs of this tirpe you tan report, 
And prove it too,' againft mine honour aught, 
My bond of wedlock, or my love and duty, 
Againft your facred perfon ; in God's name, 
Turn me away: and let the fouFft contempt 
Shut door upon me, smd fo give nae up 
To thMbarpeft kindof juftice. Pleafe you, Sir, 
The King your father was reputed for 
A Prince raoft prudent, of an excellent 
And unmatched wit and judgment. Ferdinand 
My father, King of Spain, was reckoned one 
The wifeft Priiice that there had reign'd, by many 
A year before. It is, not to be qi^eftion'd 
That they had gathered a >vife Council to them 
Of ev'iy realm, that did debate this hufinefs. 
Who deem'd our marriage lawful. Wherefore hum- 
bly. 
Sir, I bcfecch you, fpare me,. 'till I may 
Be by my friends in Spain advis'd; whofe counfel 
I will implore. If not, i'th' name of God, 
Your pkafurc be fulfiU'd .' 

WoL You have here, lady, 
(And of your choice) thefe rev'rend fathers, men 
Of fingular integrity and learning: 
Yea, the eleft o'th' land, who are aflembled 
To plead yoi;r caufe. It (hall be therefore bootlefs. 
That longer you defer the Court, as well 
For your own quiet, as to redify 
What is urifcttkd in the King. 

Cam. His Grace 
Hat?h fpoken well and juflly; therefore. Madam, 
It's fit this royal Seffion do proceed; \ 

And that without delay their argutnents 
Be now produced, and heard. 

Qtuen. Lord Cardinal, 
To you I fpeak, , 

Wol, Your plcafure, Madam ? 
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Queen. Sir, 
I am about to weep; but thinking that 
We are a Queen, or long have dream'd fo ; certain, 
The daughter of a King ; my drops of tears 
rU turn to fparks of fire. 

Wb/. Be patient yet 

Queen. I will, when you areJiumble: nay, before; 
Or God will punifti me. I do believe, 
Induc'd by potent circumftances, thai 
You are mine enemy, and make my challenge ; 
You flaall not be my judge. For it is you 
Have blown this coal betwixt my lord and me ; 
Which God's dew quench ! therefore, I fay again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my foul 
Refufe you for my judge; whom yet once more 
I hold my moil malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to truth. 

WoL I do profefs, 
You fpeak not )ike yourfelf ; who ever yet 
Have flood to chanty, and difplay'd th' efFcfts 
Of difpofuion gentle, and of wifdom 
O'er-topping woman's power. Madam, yo» wrong 

me. 
I hare no fpleen againft you, nor injuflice 
For you, or any; how far I've proceeded. 
Or how far further (hall, is warranted 
By a Gommiffion from the Gonfiftory, 
Yea, the whole Cortfift'ry of K^m^. You charge me, 
That I have blown this coal ; I do deny it. 
The King is prefent; if*t be known to him 
That I gainfay my deed, how may he wound, 
And worthily, my falfhdod ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 
I am not of your wrong* Therefore in hira 
It lies to cure me, and the cure is to 
Remove thefe thoughts from you. The which before 
iJi5 Highnefs (hall fpeak in^ I dabefeech 

You, 
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You, gracious Madam, to unthink yoiu fpeaking; 
And to fay fo no more. 

Queen. My lord, my lord, 
I am a fimple woman, much too weak 
Toppofe your cunning. You are meek^ and bumble- 

moutb'd ; 
You fign your place and calling, in full feeming. 
With meeknefs and humility ; but your heart 
Is cramm'd with arrogancy, fplcen, and pride. 
You have by fortune, and his Highnefs' favours, 
Gone (lightly o'er low ftcps ; and now arc mounted. 
Where PowVs arc your retainers ; and your woids^ 
Domeftics to you, ferve your will, as't pleafe 
Yourfelf pronounce their oflGce. I muft tell ycu. 
You tender more your perfon'a honour, than 
Your high profefllan fpiritaal : That again 
I do rcfufe you for my judge ; and here. 
Before you all, appeal unto the Pope^ 
To bring my whole caufe 'fare his Holinefs; 
And to be jodg'd by hiro» 

She curifies to ike King^ and offers to depart. 

Cam. The Queen is obftinate. 
Stubborn TO juftice, apt t'accufc it^ and 
Difdainful to be tFy'd by't 5 \\% not well. 
She's goi»g away. 

King. Gall her again. 

Crier. Catharine^ Queen of England^ come into the 
Gourt. 

Ufher. Madam^ yon arc call'd back. 

Queen. What need you note it? pray you, keep 
your way. 
When you arc caird, return. Now the Lord help, 
They vex me paft my patience .' — pray you, pafs on ; 
I will not tarry ; no, nor ever more 
Upon this buiinefs my appearance make 
In any of tbeir Courts. 

[K^eunt Queen and her Attendants. 
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SCENE VII. 

King. /^ O thy ways, KaU; 

VT That man i'th' world who fliall report he hai 
A better wife, let him in nought be trufted ; 
For fpeaking falfc in that. Thou art alone, 
(If thy rare qualities, fwect gentlenefs, 
Thy meeknefs faint-like, wife-like government. 
Obeying in commanding, and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious elfe, could fpeak thee out) 
The Queen of earthly Queens. She's noble born \ 
And, like her true nobility, flie has 
Carried herfelf towVds me. 

WoL Moft gracious Sir, 
In humble manner I require your Highnefs, 
That it fliall pleafe you to declare, in hearing 
Of all thfefe ears (for where Fm robb'd and bound, 
There mufl I be unloosed ; although not there 
Atond, and fully fatisfy'd;) if I 
Did broach this bufinefs to your Highnefs, ov 
Laid any fcruplc in your way, which might 
Induce you to the queflion on't : or ever 
Have to you, but with thanks to God for fuch 
A royal lady, fpake one the leaft word. 
That might be prejudice of her prefent ftatCy 
Or touch of her good perfon ? 

King. My lord Cardinal, 
I do excufe you ; yea, upon mine honour, 
I free you from't : you are not to be taught, 
That you have many enemies, that kdow not 
Why they are fo ; but, like the village curs. 
Bark when their fellows do. By fome of thefc 
The Queen is put in anger; y'are excus'd: 
But will you be morejuftify'd? you ever 
Have wifh'd the fleeping of this bufinefs, never 
Deiir'd it to be flirr'd; but oft have hindred ^ 
The paflages made tow'rds it: — On my honour 
J /peak my good lord Cardinal to this point; 

And 
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And thus far clear him. Now, what mov'd me to't, 

I will be bold with time and your attention : 

Then mark th' inducement. Thus it came ; give heed 

My confcience firft received a tendernefs, [to't. 

Scruple, and prick, on certain fpecches utter'd 

By th' bifhop of Bayon^ then French ambaffador; 

Who had been hither fent on the debating 

A marriage 'twixt the Duke of Orleans and 

Our daughter Mary: Fth progrefs of this buJinefs, 

Ere a determinate refolution, hje ^ 

(I mean the biftiop) did require a refpite; 

Wherein he might the King his lord advertife, 

Whether our daughter were legitimate, 

Refpeding this our marriage with the Dowager, 

Sometime our brothers wife. This refpite fliook ' 

The Bofom of my confcience, entered me, 

Yea, with a fplitting power; and made to tremble ' 

The region of my breaft ; which forc'd fuch way. 

That many maz'd confiderings did throng. 

And pr/eft in with this caution. Firft, methought, 

I flood not i-n the fmile of heav'n, which had 

Commanded nature, that my lady's womb 

(If it conceived a male-child by me) fliould 

Do no more Offices of life to't, than 

The grave does to the dead; for her male-iffuc 

Or died where they -were made, or fliortly after 

This world had air'd them. Hence I took a thought. 

This was a judgment on me, that my kingdom 

(Well worthy the beft heir o'th' world) (hould not 

Be gladded in't by me. Then follows, that 

I weighed the danger which my realms flood iu 

By this my ilfue's fail ; and that gave to me 

Many a groaning throe : thus hulling in 

The wild fea of my confcience, I did fleer 

Towards this remedy, whereupon we arc 1 

Now prcfent here together; that's to fay^ 

I mean to reftify my confcience, (which "" 

I then did feel full-fick, and yet not well\\ 
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By all the rev'rend fathers of the land 
And doftors learned. Firft, I began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember. 
How under my oppreOion I did reek, 
When I firft mov'd you. 

Lin. Very well, my liege. 

King, I have fpoke long; be pleas'd yourfelf to fay 
How far you falisfy'd me. 

lAn. Pleafe your Highnefs, 
The queftion did at firft fo ftagger mc. 
Bearing a ftate of mighty moment in't. 
And confequence of dread; that I committed 
The daring'ft counfel, which I had, to doubt : 
And did intreat yqur Highnefs to this courfe. 
Which you are running here. 

King, I then mov'd you, 
My lord of Canterbury; and got your leave 
To make this ptefent fummons : Unfolicited 
I left no rev'rend perfon in this Court, 
But by particular confent proceeded 
Under your hands and feals. Therefore go on ; 
For no diflike i'th' world agalnft the perfon 
Of our good Queen, but the fharp thorny points 
Of my alledged reafons drive this forwara* 
Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life 
And kingly dignity, we are contented 
To wear our mortal ftate to come^ with het, 
(Catharine our Queen) before the primeft creature 
That's paragon'd i'th' world. 

Cam. So pleafe your Highnefs, 
The Queen being abfent, 'tis a needful fitnefs 
That we adjourn this Court to further day ; 
Mean while muft be an earneft motion 
Made to the Queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends to his Holinefs. 

King, 1 may perceive, 
Thefe Cardinals trifle with me : I abhor 
This dilatory floth, and tricks of Romti 



O' 
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My Icarn'd and well-b^lovecj fervant Cranmer^ 
Pr'ythee, return ! with thy approach, I know. 
My comfort comes along. Break up the Court : 
I fay, fet on. [Exeuni, in the manner as they entered, 

ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Queen'i Apartment. 
The Queen and her Women, as at Work. 

Q^UEEN. 

TAKE thy lute, wench, my foul grows fad with 
troubles: 
Sing, and difperfe'em, if thou canft: leave working. 
SONG. 
I R P H EU S with his lute made trees, 
And the mountain-top^ that freeze^ 
Bow themfelves when he didjing. 
To his mt^c, plants and flowers 
Everfprungy as fun andjhowers 

Tfiere had made a lofting Jpring. 
Evry thing that heard him plaj^ "'. 

Ev^n the billows of the fea^ 

Hung their Heads, and then lay by; 
Infweet mujic is fuck art^ 
Killing-care^ and grief of heart 
Fall afUep, or hearing die. . , 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Queen. How now? [nal* 

Gen, An't pleafc your Grace, the two great Cardi 
Wait in the prefence. 

Qjieen. Would they fpeakwith me? 

Gen, They will'd me fay fo, Madam, 

Queen. Pray their Gtaces 
To come near; what tan be their buGnefs 
With me, poor weak woman, falFn from favour ? 
I do not like their coming. Now I tlix^V. w^v 
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They {houldbegoddmen, their aflPairs are righteous, 
But all hoods make not monks. 

Enter the Cardinals Wolfey and Campeius. 

WeL Peace to your Highnefs ! fwife, 

Qtt^^n. Your Graces find me here part pf a houfe- 
(I would be all)againft the worft may happen : 
What are your pleafures with me, rev' rend Lords ? 

WoL May't pleafe you, noble Madam, to withdraw 
Into your private chamber; we (hall give you 
The full caufe of our coming. . , 

Queen, Speak it here. 
There's nothing I have done yet, 6' my confcience, 
Deferves a corner; 'would, all other women 
Could fpe«k this with as free a foul as 1 do i 
My Lords, I care not (fo much I am happy 
Above a number) if my aftions 
Were try'd by ev'ry tongue, ev'ry eye faw 'em; 
Envy and bafe opinion fet againft 'em; 
I know my life fo ieven. If yourbufinefe 
Do feek me out, and that way I am wife in. 
Out with it boldly : truth loves open dealing. 
Wol. Tanta ejl erga te mentis inttgritas^ Reginu Sere- 
Queen, O, good my lord, no latin; [niffima^ — 
I am not fuch a truant, fince my coming. 
As not to know the language 1 have Jiv'd in. 
A ftrange tongue makes my caufe more, ftraoge, fuf- 

picious : 
Pray, fpeak in Englijh; here are fome will thank you, 
If you fpeak truth, for their poor miftrefs' fake. 
Believe me, Che has had much /wrong, LordCardinal, 
The willing'ft Gn I ever yet committed. 
May be abfolv'd in EnglijK, 

W?/. Noble lady, 
I'm forry my Integrity (hould breed 
(And fervice to hts Majefty and you) 
So deep fufpicion, where all faith was meant. 
We come not by the way of accufation 

To 
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To taint that honour, every good tongue bleffes ; 
Nor to betray you any way to foprow ; 
You have too much, good lady : but to know 
How you ftand minded in the weighty difF'rencc 
Between the King and you: and to deliver. 
Like free and honeft men, our juft opinions 
And comforts to your caufe. 
. Cam. Moft honoured Madam, 
My lord of York^ out of his noble nature. 
Zeal and obedience he Itill bore your Grace, 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late cenfurc 
Both of his truth and him; (which was too far) 
Offers, as I do, in a fign of peace 

His fervice and his counfel. 

Qjieen, To betray ine. 
My lords, I thank you both for yonr-good wills. 
Ye fpeak like honeft men ; pray God, ye prove fo ! 
But how to make ye fuddenly an anfwer 
In fuch a point of weight, fo near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear.) with my weak wit, 
And to fuch men of gravity and learning, 
In truth, I know not. I was fet at work 
Among my maids; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for fuch men, or fuch bufinefs. 
For her fake that I have been, (for I feel 
The laR fit of my greatnefs) good your Graces, 
Let me havetime and counfel for my caufe: 
Alas! I am a woman, friendlefs, hopelefs. 

Wol Madam, you wrong the King's love with thofe 
Your hopes and friends are infinite. [fears. 

Qjieen. In England, 
But little for my profit: can you think, lords, 
That any Englijh man dare give me counfel? 
"^Or be a known friend 'gainll his Highnefs' pleafurc, 
. (Though he be grown fo defp'rate to be honeft,) 

And live a fubjeil? They forfooth, my frienrfs^ 

They, that mull weigh out my afBiftions, 
They, thJf my truft muft grow to^ liv<iTvox.\\^\^v 

Vox. VI.. R ^V^>^. 
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They are, as all my comforts are, far hence, , 
In my own country, Lords. 
Cam. I would, yoifr Grace ; 
^ Would leave your griefs, and take ray counfel. 

Qu^^n. How, Sir? [tion; 

Cam. Put your main caufe into the King's protec- 
He's loving and moft gracious. 'Twill be much 
Both for your honour better, and your caufe : 
For if the trial of the law o'er-take ye, 
You'll part away difgrac'd. 
WoL He Pells you rightly. 

Queen* Ye tell me what ye wifhfor Both, my ruin: 
Is this your chriftian counfel ? out upon ye i 
Heav'n is above all yet; there fits a judge, 
That no King can-corrupt. 

Cam, Your rage miftakes us. ' [yc. 

Queen. The more fliame for ye; holy men I thought 
Upon my foul, two rev' rend Cardinal virtues; 
But Cardinal fins, and hollow hearts, I fear ye : 
Mend 'em for fhame, my lords:, is this your comfort? 
The cordial, that ye bring a wretched .lady ? 
A woman loft among ye, laugh'd at, fcorn'd? 
I will not wifli ye half my miferies, 
I have more charity. But fay, I warnM ye ; 
Take heed, take heed, for heaven's fake, left at once. 
The burden of my forrows fall upon ye. 

WoL Madam, this is a mere diftraftion; 
You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Qjjeen, Ye turn me into nothing. Woe upon yc, 
And all fuch falfe profefTors ! Would you have me 
(If you have any juftice, any pity. 
If ye be any thing, but churchmen's habits)' 
Put my fick caufe into his hands that hates me? 
Alas! h'as banifli'd me his bed already; 
His love, too long ago. Vm old, my lords ; 
And all the fcllowftiip 1 hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To nie, above this wretchednefs ? all your fliidies 

Make 
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^Make me a curfe, like this ! 

Cam. Your fears are worfe 

Queen. Have I liv'd thus long (let me fpeak myfelf, 
Since virtue finds no friends) a wife, a true one? I 
A woman (I dare fay, without vain -glory;) 
Never yet branded with fufpician ? 
Have'I, with all my full affeflions 
Still met the King ?]lov'd him next heav'n, obey'd him? 
Been, out of fondnefs, fuperftitious to him? 
Almoft forgot my prayers to content him ? 
And am I thus rewarded? 'tis not well, lords; 
Bring me a conflant woman to her hufband, . 
One, that never dream'd a joy beyond his pkafurc; 
And to that woman, when fhe has done moft, 
Yet will I add an honour ; a great patience. 

WoL Madam, you wander from the good we aim at. 

Qneen, My lord, I dare not make myfelf fo guilty, 
To give up willingly that noble title 
Your matter wed me to: nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

WoL Pray, hear me — 

Qjieen. Woufd I had never trod this Englijh earth, 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it] 
YeVe angels' faces, but heav'n knows your hearts. 
What fhall become of me now ! wretched lady ! 
I am the mofl: unhappy woman living. 
Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes? 

[To her women. 
" Ship-wreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity. 
No friends, no hope ! no kindred weep lor me! 
Alnioft, no grave allowed me ! like the lilly. 
That once was miftrefs of the field, and flourifli'd, 
I'll hang my head, and perifh. 

Wol. IF your Grace 
Could but be brought to know, our ends are honeft^ 
"You'd feel more comfort. Why fhould we,goodbdy^. 
Upon what caufe, wrong you ? alas ! our places^ 
The way of our profeffion is againft it : 

R 2 XM.^ 
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We are to cure fuch forrows, not to fow'em. 

For goodnefs' fake, confider \ihat you do; 

How you may hurt yourfelf ; nay, utterly 

Grow from the King's acquaintance, by this carriage. 

The hearts of Princes kifs obedience, 

So much they love it : but to flubborn fpirits. 

They fwell and grow as terrible as ftorms. 

I know, you have a gentle, noble, temper, 

A foul as even as a calm ; pray, think us 

Thofe weprofefs, peace-makers, friends and fervants. 

Cam. Madam, you'll find it fo: you wrong your 
virtues 
With thefe weak women's fears. A noble fpirit. 
As yours was put into you, ever cafts [you ? 

Such doubts^ as falfe coin, from it. The King loves 
Beware, you lofe it not; for us (if you pleafe 
To truft us in your bufinefs) we are ready 
To ufe our utmoft ftudies in your fervice. 

Queen. Do what you will, my lords ; and, pray, 
forgive me. 
If I have us'd myfelf unmann'erly. 
You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a feemly anfwer to fuch perfons. 
Pray, do my fervice to his Majefly. 
He has -my heart yet; and fhallhave my prayers, 
While 1 Ihall have my life. Come, rev'rend fathers; 
Beflow your counfeb on me. She now begs, 
Ihat little thought, when (lie fet footing here. 
She fhould have bought her dignities fo dear. [Exeu, 

S C E N E II. 

Antechamher to the Kings Apartments. 

Enttr Duke ^/Norfolk, Duke c/ Suffolk, Xori Surrey 
^ ^ancl Lord Chamberlain,. 

Nor, T F you will now unite in your complaints, 
A And force them with a conflancy, the Car- 
dinal 

' Cannot 
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Cannot ftand under them. If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promife'. 
But that you fhall fuftain more new difgraces^ 
With thefe you bear already. 

Sur, I am joyful 
To meet the lead occafion that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the Duke, 
To be revenged on him. 

Suf, Which of the peers 
Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at leaft 
Stood not negleded ? when did he regard 
The ftamp of noblenefs in any'perfon ; 
Out oFthimfelf? 

Cham, My lords, you fpeak. your pleafures : 
What he deferves of you and me, I know: 
What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Give way to us) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his accefs to the King, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the King in's tongue. 

Nor, O, feariiim not. 
His fpell in that is out; the King bath found 
Matter againft him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his language. No, he's fettled^ 
Not to come off, in his moft high difpleafure. 

Sur, I ftiould be glad to hear fuch news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor, Believe it, this is true. 
Ih the Divorce^ his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded; wherein he appears, 
As I would wifh mine enemy. 

Sur, How came 
His praftices to light? 

Suf, Moft ftrangely. 

Sur, How? 

5w/. The Cardinars letters to the Pope raifcarried, 
And came to th'eye o' th' King; wherein was read, 

R 3 \KsiN^ 
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How that the Cardinal did intreat his Holineft 
To flay the Judgment o' th' Divorce ; for ii' 
It did take place, 1 do, quoth he, perceive 
My King is 'tangled in afFedion to 
A creature oFthe Queen's, lady Anne BulUrir, 

Sur. Has the King this? 

Suf, Believe it. 

Sur, Will this work ? 

Cham. TheKing in this perceives him, how he coafts 
And hedges his own way. But in this point 
All his tricks founder; and he bririgs his phyfic 
After his patient's death ; the King already 
Hath married the fair lady. 

57ir. Would he had ! , 

Suf, May you be happy in your wifli, my lord, 
For, I profefs, you have it. 

5wr. Now all joy 
TrAce the conjunaion ! 

Suf, My Amen to't ! 

Xor. Ail men's I 

Suf There's order given for her Coronation r 
Marry, this is yet but young; and be left 
To fome ears unrecountcd* But, my lords, 
She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature. I pcrfuade me^ from her 
Will fall fomebleffing to this land, which fhall 
In it be memoriz'd. 

Sur. But will the King 
Digeft this letter of the Cardinal's? 
.The lord forbid t 

Nor. Marry, Amen ! 

Suf No, no: 
There be more wafps, that buz about his nofe. 
Will make this fling the fooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is ftolTn away to Rome, has ta'en no leave. 
Hath left the caufe o'th' King unhandled; and 
Is ported, as the agent of our Cardinal^ 
To fecond all his plot. 1 do ^fRitc vou, 
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The King cry'd, ha! at this. 

Cham. Now, God incenfe him ; 
And let him cry, ha, louder! 

Nor. But, ray lord, 
When returns Cranmer? 

Sufi He is returned with his opinions, which 
Have fatisfy'd the. King for his Divorce, 
Gathered from all the famous colleges 
Almoft in Chriftendom; fhortly, I believe. 
His fecond marriage (hall be publifli'd, and 
Her Coronation. Catharine no more 
Shall be call'd Queen ; but Princefs dowager, 
And widow to Prince -4rMttr. 

J^or. This fame Cranmer''^ 
A worthy fellow, anrd hath ta'en much pain 
In the King's bufinefs. 

Suf: He has, and we fhall fee him 
For it an Archbilhop, 

Nor. So I- hear. 

Suf. 'Tis fo. 

EnUr Wolfcy and Crom-weVL 

The Cardinal 

Nor. Obferve, obferve, he's moody. 

Wol. The packet, Cromwell ^ 
Gave it you the King ? 

Crom. To his own hand, in's bed-chamber. 

Wol. Look'd he o'th' i»&de of the paper ? 

Crom, Prefently 
He did unfeal them, and the firft he view'd. 
He did it with a ferious mind ; a heecf 
Was in his countenance. You he bad 
Attend him here this morning. 

Wol. Is he ready to come abroad ? 

Crom, I think, by this he is. 

Wol. Leave me a while. [Exit Cromwel 

It fhall be to the Dutchefs of Alanfon, lAfid 

The French King's fifter; he fti^W m-aLW^^X^x. 

R4 
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Anne Bullen ! no. Til no Anne Bullens for hint, 

There's more in't than fair vifage — Bullen! ^ 

No, we'll no Bullens! — fpeedily, I wifli 

To hear from Rome — the marchinefs of Pembroke! 

J)for, He's difcon tented. 

SuJ, May be, he hears the King 
Does whet his anger to him. 

Sur, Sharp enough, 
Lord, for thy juftice! 

WoL [Afide.] The late Queen's gentlewoman !■ a 
Knight's daughter ! 
To be her miflrefs' miftrefs .' the Queen's Queen ! — 
This candle burns not clear: 'tis 1 muft fnuff it- 
Then out it goes — what though 1 know her virtuous. 
And well deferving ? yet I know her for 
A fpleeny Lutheran ; and not wholefc^rae to 
Our caufe, that fhe (hould lie i'th' bofom of 
Our hard-rufd King. Again, there is fprung up 
An heretic, an arch one, Crnmner ; one. 
Hath crawl'd into the favour of the King^ 
And is his oracle. 

Xor. He's vex'd at fomcthing. 

SCENE III. 

Enter King, reading of ajchedide ; and LoveL 

^ur. T Would, 'twere fometbing 'that would fret 

X the ilring. 
The mafler-cord of's heart ! 
StiJ, The King, the King. 



King, What piles of wealth hath he accumulated 
To his own portion I what expence by th' hour 
Seems to flow from him ! how, i'th' name of thrift, 
Does he rake this together ! Now, my lords ; 
Saw you the Cardinal ? 

Nor, My lord, we have 
Stood here obferving him. Someftrange Comnrotion 
Is in his brain \ he bites his lip, and fiarts ; 
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Stops on a fudden, looks upon the ground. 
Then lays his finger on his temple; ftrait, 
Springs out into faft gait, then ilops again ; 
Strikes his breaft hard, and then anon he cafts 
His eye againft the moon ; in mod ftrange pofture* 
We've feen him fet himfelf. 

King, It may well be. 
There is a iiwitiny in's mind. This morning 
Papers of ftatc he fent me to perufe, 
As I required ; and, wot you, what I found 
There, on my confcience put unwittingly? 
Forfooth, an inventory, thus importing; 
The feveral parcels of his plate, his treafure; 
Rich fluffs and ornaments of houlhold, which 
I find at fuch proud rate, that it out-fpeaks 
Pofleffion of a fubjeft. 

JVor. It's heav'n's will ; 
Some-fpirit put this paper in the packet,. 
To blefs your eye withaL 

King. If we did think. 
His contemplations. were above the eartK, 
And fix'd on fpiritual objects, he fhould ftill 
Dwell in his raufings ; but, I am afraid. 
His thinkings are below the moOn, nor worth 
His ferious confidering. 

[He takes his/eat^ whifpers Lovel, who goes taWoUey^ 

WoL Heav'n forgive me 

Ever God hlctsr your Highnefel- 

King. Good my Lord, 
You are full of heav'nly fluff, and bear the inventoiy 
Of your beft graces in your mind; the which ' 
You were now running o'er ; you have fcarce time 
To fleal from fpiritual leifure a brief fpan, 
To keep your earthly audit; fure, in that 
I deem you an ill hufband, and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

WoL Sk, 
For holy offices I have a time; 

R t. K 
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A time, to think upon the part of bufinefs 

I bear i'th' ftate; and nature docs require 

Her times of prcfervation, which, perforce, ■ 

I her frail fon, amongft my brethren mortal, 

Muft give my tendance to, 

Khg, You have faid well. 

WoL And ever may your Highnefs yoke together, 
As I will lend you caufe, my doing well 
With my well faying .' 

King, 'Tis well faid again ; 
And 'lis a kind of good deed to fay well. 
And yet words are no deeds. My father lovM you; 
He faid, he did : and with his deed did crown | 

His word upon you. Since I had my office, ! 

I've kept you next my heart; have not alone 
Employed you where high profits might come homej 
But par'd my prefent havings, to beftow 
My bounties upon, you. 

WoL What Ihould this mean? [Afidi. 

Sur. The lord increafe this bufinefs f [Afide. 

King, Have I not made you 
The prime man of the ftate ? I pray you, tell me. 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true : 
And, if you may confefs it, fay withal, * 

If .you are bound to us, or no ? what fay you ? i 

Wol. My Sovereign, I confefs your royal graces ' 
Showr'd on me daily have been more than could 
My ftudied purpofes requite, which went 
Beyond all man's endeavours. My endeavours 
Have ever come too fhort of my defires. 
Yet, fiird with my abilities, mine own Ends j 
Have been mine fo, that evermore they pointed 
To th' good of your moft facred perfon, and j 

The profit of the ftate: For your great graces ^ 

Heap'd upon me, poor undeferver, I J 

Can nothing render but allegiant thanks. 
My pray'rs to heav'n for you ; my loyalty. 
Which ever has, and ever (hall be growing, 



^m^ HENRY Vm. 37 

Till death, that winter, kill it. 

King, Fairly anfwer'd : 
A loyal and obedient lubjefti^ 
Therein illuftrated; the honour of it • 
Does pay the aft of it, as i'th' contrary 
The foulnefs is the punifhment. I prefume, 
That as my hand has open'd bounty to you, [mor 
My heart dropp'd love ; my pow'r rain'd honou 
On you, than any ; fo your hand and heart. 
Your brain, and ev'ry funftion of your power. 
Should notwithftanding that your bond of Duty, 
As 'twere in love's particular, be more 
To me, your friend, than any. 

WoL I profefs. 
That for your Highnefs' gdod lever labour'd. 
More than mine own ; that am I, have been, will be 
Though all the world flioald crack their duty to you 
And throw it from their foul ; though perils did 
Abound as thick as thought could make 'em, and 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, 
As doth a rock againft the chiding flood, 
Should the approach of this wild river break, 
And ftand unmaken yours. 

King. 'Tis nobly fpoken ; 
Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breaft. 
For you have feen him open't. Read o'er this, 

- [Giving him papers 
And, after, this ; and then to breakfaft, with 
What appetite you may. 

[Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolfey ; the No 
bles throng after him, whifpering andfmiling^ 

S C E N^E IV. 

WoL TT7H AT fhould this mean ! 

V V What fudden anger's this? how have '. 
reap'd it? 
He parted frowning from me, as if ruin 
Leap'd from his eyes. So looks ih^ cVv^.^'^'^Vv^f^ 
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Upon the daring huntfnaan, that has galFd him ; 
Then makes him nothing. I muft read this paper : 

I fear, the flory ot his anger — 'tis fo 

This paper has undone me — -'tis th' account 

Of all that world of wealth Tve drawn together 

For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the Popedom*, 

And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence. 

Fit for a f(>ol ta fall by ! What crofs devil 

Made me put this main fecret in the packet 

1 fent the King ? is there no way to- cure this? 

No new device to beat this from his brains ? 

1 know, 'twill ftir him ftrongly ; yet I know 

A way, if it take right, in fpight of fortune 

Will bring me off again. What's this To the 

FopeT 
The letter, as I live, with all the hufinefs 
I writ to's Holinefs. Nay, then farewel ; 
I've touched the higheft point of all my Greatnefs ; 
And from that full meridian of my glory 
I hafte now to my fetting,. I fliall fall. 
Like a bright exhalation in the evening; 
And no man fee me more. 

s c E N E V. 

Enter to Wolfey, the Dukes. of NovMk and Suffolk, the 

Earl o/" Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain, 
^'o^' T T EAR, the King's pleafure, Cardinal, who 

XJL commands you 

To render up the Great Seal prefently 
Into our hands, and to confine yourfelf 
To.A/her-houfe, my lord of Winchejiers 
'Till you hear further from his Highnefs. 

WoL Stay: f 

Where's your commiffion, lords ? words cannot carry 
Authority fo mighiy. 

Suf, Who dare crofs 'em, 
Bearing the King's will from his mouth exprefly? 
.Wol. Till I find more than will, or words to do it, 

(J 
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(I mean, your malice;) know, officious lords, 
I dare, and rauft deny it. Now I feel 

Of what coarfe metal ye are molded, Envy : 

How eagerly ye follow my difgrace. 

As if it fed ye ; and how fleek, and wanton, 

Y'appear in ev'ry thing may bring my ruin. 

Follow your envious courfes, men of malice; 

You've chriftian warrant for 'em, and, no doubt, 

In time will find their fit rewards. That Seal, 

You alk with fuch violence, the King 

(Mine and your mailer) with his own hand gave me; 

Bad me enjoy it, with the place and honours. 

During my life 4 and, to confirm his goodnefs, 

Ty'd it by letters patents. Now, who'll take it ? 

Sur. The King, that gave it. 

WoL It muft be himfelf then. 

Sur. Thou'rt a proud traitor, prieft# 

WoL Proud lord, thou lieft; 
Within thefe forty hours .Sur re;? durft better 
Have burnt that tongue, than faid fo. 

Sur. Thy ambition, 
Thou fcarlet fin, robbM this bewailing land 
Of noble Buckingham^ my father-in-law: 
The heads of all thy brother Cardinals, 
(With thee, and all thy beft. parts bound together,)' 
Weigh'd not a hair of his. Plague of your policy ! 
You fent me Deputy for Ireland, 
Far from his fuccour; from the King ; from all, 
That might have mercy on the fault, thou gav'ft him^: 
Whilft your great goodnefs, out of holy pity, 
Abfolv'd him with an axe. 

WoL This, and all elfe 
This talking lord can lay upon xj^y Credit, 
I anfwer, is molt falfe. The Duke by law 
Found his deferts. How innocent I was 
From any private malice in his end. 
His noble jury and foul caufe can witnefs. 
If I lov'd many words, lord, I fliould tell^OM^ 
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You have as little hanefty as honour \. 
. That I< i'th' way of loyalty and truth 
Toward'the King, my ever-royal mafter, 
Darp mate a founder man than Surrey can be, 
And aH that love hjs follies. 

Sur. By my foul, [feci 

Your long coat, prieft, protefls you; thou fliould'ft 
My fword i'lh' life-blood of thee elfe. My lords, 
Can ye endiire to hear this arrogance? 
And from this fellow ? if we live thus tamely^ 
To be thus jaded by a piece of fcarlet, 
Farewel, nobility ; let his Grace go forward. 
And dare us with his cap, like larks. 

WoL All goodnefs 
Is poifon to thy ftomach. 

Sur^ Yes, that goodnefs 
Of gleaning all the land's wealth into one. 
Into your own hands, Cardinal, by extortion t 
The goodnefs of your intercepted packets [nefSj 

You write to th" Pope, againft the King ; your good- 
Since you provoke me, fliall be moft notorious 
My lord o^ Norfolk^ as youVe truly noble. 
As you refpeft the. common good, the ftate 
Of our defpis'd nobility ; our iffues. 
Who, if he live, will fcarce be gentlemen; 
Produce the grand fum of his fins, the articles 
Colle&ed from his life. Til itartle you^ 
Worfe than the facring bell, when the brown wench 
Lay kiffing in your arms, lord Cardinal. ^ 

Wb/. How much,methinks, I could defpife this man, i 
But that Tm bound in charity againll it I 

Nor. Thofe articles, my lord, are in th' King's hand : 
But thus much, they are foul ones. 

Wol So much fairer. 
And fpotlefs, (hall mine innocence arife ; 
When the King knows my truth. 

Sur, This cannot fave you : 
I /hank my memory, I y^t remember 

Some 
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Some of thefe articles, and out they fliall. 

Now, if you can, blufli, and cry guilty, Cardinal ; 

You'll fliew a little honefty. 

WoL Speak on, Sir, 
I dare your worft objeftions : if I blufli, 
It is to fee a nobleman want manners. fyou* 

Sur, Vd rather want thofe, than my head ; have at 
Firft, that without the King's aflent, or knowledge, 
You wrought to be a legat ; by which power 
You maim'd the jurifdiftion of all bifliops. 

Nor, Then, that in all you writ to Rome^ or elfe 
To foreign Princes, Ega ir Rex mens 
Was flill infcrib'd ; in which you brought the King 
To be your fervant. 

Suf, That without the knowledge 
Either of King or Council, when you went 
Ambaflador to th' Emperor, you made bold 
To carry into Flanders the great Seal. 

Sur, Item, You fent a large commiflion 
To Gugory de Caffado,, to conclude. 
Without the King's will or the date's allowance, 
A league between his Highnefs and Ferrara, 

Suf, That out of mere ambition, you have made 
Your holy hat be flampt 'on the KingV coin. 

Sur, Then,that you havefentinnumerablefubflance 
(By what means got, I leave to your own confcicnce) 
To furnifli Rome; and to prepare the ways 
You have for dignities, to th' mere undoing 
Of all the kingdom. Many more there are. 
Which fince they are of you, and odious, 
I will not taint my mouth with. 

Cham, O, my lord, 
Prefs not a falling man too far;' 'tis virtue: 
His faults lie open to the laws ; let them. 
Not you, corred him. My heart weeps to fee bin* 
So little of his great felf. 

Sur, I forgive him. 

Suf, Lord Cardinal, the King's Cwwiv^x ^\^^?L\ix^'v% 
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(Becaufe all thofc things you have done of late, 

By your pow'r legatine within this kingdom. 

Fall in the compafs of a Pramunire) 

That therefore fuch a writ be fuM againft you^ 

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 

Caflles, and whatfoever, and to be 

Out of the King's proteftion. This is my charge. 

J^'or. And fo we'll leave you to your meditations 
How to live better. For your ftubborn anfwer. 
About the giving back the great Seal to us, [you. 
The King fliiall know it; and, no doubt, fliall thank 
So fare you well, my little good lord Cardinal. 

[Exeunt all but Wolfey. 

SCENE VI. 

WqL O O farewel to the little good you bear me. 

O Farewel, a long farewel to all ray greatnefs ! 
This is the ftate of man ; to-day he puts forth 
The tender leaves of hopes, to-morrow bloffoms. 
And bears his blufhing honours thick upon him; 
The third day comes a froft, a killing froft ; 
And when he thinks, good eafy man, full furely, 
His greatnefs is a ripening, nips his root ; 
And then he falls, as I do. I have ventured. 
Like little wanton boys, that fwim on bladders, . 
Thefe many fummers in a fea of glory : 
But far beyond my depth: my high-blown pride 
At length broke under me ; and now has left me^ 
Weary, and old with fervice, to the mercy • 

Of a rude ftream, that muft for ever hide me. 
Vain pomp and glory of this world, I hate ye ; 
I feel my heart new open'd. Oh, how wretched 
Is that poor man, that hangs on Princes' favours! 
There is, betwixt that fmile we would afpire to. 
That fweet afped of Princes, and our ruin. 
More pangs and fears than war or women have ; 
And, when he- falls, he falls like Lucifer, 
I^evcr to hope again. 

EuUt 



King HENRY VIII. 377 

Enttr Cxomy^ tW, Jlanding amaz'd. 
Why, how now, Cromwell! 

Crom, I have no power to fpeak. Sir. 

WoL AVhat, amaz'd 
At my misfortunes? can thy fpirit wonder, 
A great man (hould decline? nay, if you weep, 
Fm fallen indeed. 

Crom, How does your Grace ? 

WoL Why, well; 
Never fo truly happy, my good Crpmwell. 
I know myfelf now, and I feel within me 
A peace above all earthly dignities; 
A ftill and quiet confcience. The King has cur'd me, 
I humbly thank his Grace; and, from thefe ftioulders, 
Thefe ruin'd pillars, out of pity taken 
A load would fink a navy, too much honour. 
O, 'tis a burden, Cromwell^ 'tis a burden. 
Too heavy for a man that hopes for heav'n. 

Crom. I'm glad, your-Grace has made that right 
ufe of it. . 

WoL I hope, I have : Fm able now, methinks. 
Out of a fortitude of foul I feel, 
T' endure more miferies, and greater far. 
Than my weak-hearted enemies dare offer. 
What news abroad ? 

Crom, The heavieft, and the worft. 
Is your difpleafure with the King. 

WoL God blefs him ! 

Crom, The next is, that Sir Thomas More is chofen 
Lord Chancellor in your place. 

WoL That's fomewhat fudden 

But he's a learned man. May he continue 
Long in his Highncfs' favour, and do juflice 
For truth's fake and his confcience ; that his bones, 
When he has run his courfe, and deeps in blefEngs, 
May have a tomb of orphan's tears \yept on him .' 
What more ? 

Crom, That Cranmtr is returned widv v<^Wc>\cv^\ 
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Inftall'd Lord Archbifliop oi Canterbury. 

WoL That's news, indeed. 

Crom/i^dlti, that the lady i^/in^. 
Whom the King hath in fecrecy long married, > 

This day was view'd in open, as his Qiieen, ^ 

Going to chapel; and the voice is now , • 

Only about her Coronation. 

WoL There was the weight that puU'd mc down. 
O Cromwell^ 
The King has gone beyond me: all my glories 
In that one woman I haye loft for ever. f 

No fun (hall ever udier forth my honours, I 

Or gild again the noble troops, that waited ; 

Upon my fmiles. Go, get ihee from me, Cromwell; i 
1 am appoor fall'n man, unworthy now " 

To be thy lord and mafler. Seek the King; 
(That fun, I pray, may n'ever fet) I've told him 
What and how true thoii art: he will advance thee: 
Some little memory of me will ftir him, 
I know his noble nature, not to let 4 

Thy hopeful fervice perifh too. Good Cromrt;^//, 1 

Negleft him not; make ufe now, and provide 
For thine own future fafety. , 

Crom. O, my lord, 1 

Muft I then leave you ? muft I needs forego* 
So good, fo noble, and fo tru? a mafter? 
Bear witnefs, all that have not hearts of iron, j 

With what a forrow Cromwell leaves his lord. 
The King fh^ll have my fervice ; but my prayers 
For ever, and for ever, (hall be yours. 

WoL Cromwell^ I did not think to fhed a tear A 

In all my miferies; but thou haft forc'd me, 1 

Out of thy honeft truth, to play the woman *[ 

Let's dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell; j 
And when I am forgotten, as I fliall be, ' I 

And fleep in dull cold marble,, where no mention } 
Of me muft mose be heard : fay then, I taught thee; j 
Say, Wolfey^ that onct itod the ways of glory. 
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And founded all the depths and (hoals of honour, 
Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rife in : 
A fure and fafe one, though thy mafter mifs'd it, 
Mark but my fall, and that which ruin'd me : 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 
By that fin fell the angels ; how can man then 
(The image of his maker) hope to win by't? 
Love thyfelf laft; cherifli thofe hearts, that hate thee : 
Corruption wins not more than honefly. 
Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 
To filence envious tongues. Be juft, and fear not. 
Let all the ends, thou aim'ft at, be thy country's, 
Thy God's, andTruth's; then ifthoufairfl,OCrt7ma;^// 
Thou fairil a blelfed martyr. Serve the King ; 

And, pr'ythec, lead me in 

Tliere, take an inventory of all I have ; 
To the laft penny, 'tis the King's. My robe. 
And my integrity to heav'n, is all 
,1 dare now call'my own. O, Cromwell^ Cromwell^ 
Had I but ferv'd my God with half the zeal 
I ferv'd my King, he would not in mine age 
Have left me naied to mine enemies. 

Crom. Good Sir, have patience. 

WoL So I have. Farewel 
The hopes of Court I my hopes in heaven do dwell. 

[Exeunt, 

A C T IV. S C E, N E L 

A Street in Weftminfler. 

E7Uer two Gentlemen, meeting one another, 
I Gentleman. 

YOU'RE well TOct once again. 
8 Gen. And fo are you. [hold 

I Gen, You come to take your ftandhere, and be- 
The lady Anne pafs from her Gototk-axv^iTv. 
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2 Gen. 'Tis all my bufinefs. At our laftencoimter. 
The Duke oi Buckingham came from his trial. 

1 Gen. 'Tis very true. But that time offered forrow: 
This, general joy. 

2 Gen. 'Tis "well, the citizens, 

I'm Cure, have fhewn at full their loyal minds. 
And, let 'em have their rights, they're ever forward 
In celebration of this day which fliews, 
Pageants, and fi-ghts of honour. 

1 Gen. Never greater, 
Nor, rU affure you, better taken, Sir. 

a Gen. May I be bold to afk what That con-tains, 
That paper in your hand ? 

I G^n/ Yes, 'tis the lift 
Of thofe that claim their offices this day, 
By cuftom of the Coronation. 
The Duke of Suffolk is the firft, and claim's 
To be High, Steward; next, the Duke oi' Norfolk., 
To be Earl Marftial ; you may read the reft.. 

2 Gen. I thank you, Sir: bad I not known thofe 
cufloms, 
I fhould have been beholden to your paper. 
But, I befeech you, what's become oi Catharine., 
The Princefs Dowager ? how goes her bufinefs ? 

1 Gen. That I can tell you too ; the Archbilhop, 
0( Canterbury., accompanied with other 

Learned and rev'rend fathers of his order. 
Held a late Court at Dunjiable^ fix miles 
From Ampthil., where the Princefs lay ; to which 
She oft was cited by them, but appeared not : 
'And, to be fhort, for not appearance and 
The King's late fcruple, by the main affent 
Of all thefe learned men fhe was divorc'd. 
And the late marriage made of none effe£l : 
Since which, ftie was remov'd %o Kimbolton^ 
Where fhe remains now fick. 

2 Gen. Alas, good lady ! 

The trumpets found; ftaad clofe, the Queen is com- 
ing. \Haut(jo^s. 
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The Order of the Coronation. 

1 . A lively flourijh of trumpets. 

2 . Then, two fudges, 

3. Lord Chancellor^ with the purfe and mace before him. 

4. Chorijler fmging. [MuCc. 

5. Mayor r^ London, hearing the mace. Then Garter 2« 
his coat of arms, and on his head a gilt copper crown. 

6. Marquefs of Dorfet, hearing afcepter of gold^ on his 
head a demi-coronal of gold. With him, the Earl of 
Surrey, hearing the rod ofjilver with the dove^ crowned 
with an Earl's coronet., Collars of SS. 

7. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe ofjlate, his coronet on his 
head, bearing a long white wand, as High Steward. 
With him the Duke 0/ Norfolk, with the rod of marjhal- . 

ffiip^ a coronet on his head. Collars of SS. 

8. A canopy born by four of the Cinque-ports, under it 
the Qiieen in her robe; in her hair richly adorned with 
pearl, crowned. On each fide her, the bi/hops of London 
and VVinchefter. 

9. The old Dutchefs 0/ Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, 
^wrought with flowers, bearing the Qtieens train. 

ID. Certain ladies or Counteffes, with plain circlets of gold 

without flowers. 
They pafs over theflage in order andflate., and then Exeunt, 

with a great flour ifh of trumpets. 
. 2 Gen. A royal train, believe me; thefe I know; 
V/ho's that, \^ho bears the Scepter? 

1 Gen. Marquefs Dorfet. 

And that* the Earl of 5urr^)', with the rod. 

2 Gen. A bold brave .gentleman. That fhould be 
The Duke ol Suffolk. 

1 Gen. 'Tis the fame: Wvg\\ Steward. 

2 Gen. And that my lord q[ Norfolk. 

1 Gen. Yes. 

2 Gen. Heav'n blefs thee ! , 
Thou haft the fwecteft face I ever looked oil. 

. Sir, as I have a foul, (he is an angel ; 
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Our King has all the Indies in his arms. 

And more and richer, when he ftrains that lady: 

I cannot blame his confcience. 

1 Gen, They, that bear 

The cloth of ftate above her, ar^ four barons 
Of the Cinque-Forts, 

2 Gen» Thofe men are happy ; fo are all, arcneaflieT/ 
I take it, fhe that carries up the train, 

Is that old noble lady, thedUichefs o[ Xorfelk. 

I Gen, It is, and all the reft are counteffes. 

8 Gen, Their coronets fay fo. Thefe are ftars, in- 
And.fometimes falling ones. [deed: 

1 Gen, No more of that. 

Enter a third Gentleman. 

God fave you, Sir ! Where have you been broiling ? 

3 Gen, Among the crowd i'th' Abbey, where a 

finger 
Could not be wedg'd in more; I am ftifled^ 
With the mercranknefs of their joy. 

2 Gen. You faw the ceremony? 

3 Gen, I did. 

1 Gen, How was it ? 

3 Gen, Well worth the feeing. 

2 Gen, Good Sir,.fpeak it to us. 

3 Gen. As well as 1 am able. The rich flream 
Of lords and ladies, having brought the Queen 
To a preparM place in the choir, fell off 

A diftance from her; while her Grace fat down 
To reft a while, fome half an hour, or fo,^ 
In a rich chair of ftate ; oppofing freely 
The beauty of her perfon to the people : 
(Believe me. Sir, fhe Is the goodlieft woman. 
That ever lay by man;) which when the people 
Had the full view of, luch a noife arofe 
As the fhrouds make at fea in a flifF tempeft. 
As loud, and to as many tunes. Hats, cloaks, 
•Doublets, I think, flew up ; and had their faces 

Been 
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Been loofe, this day they had been loft. Such joy 
I never faw before. Great belly'd women. 
That had not half a week to go, like rams 
In the old time of war, would fhake the prefs, 
And make 'em reel before 'em. No man living 
Coirld fay, this is my wife there, all were woven 
So ftrangely in one piece. 

2 Gen, But, pray, what followM? [paces 

3 Gen, At length her Grace rofe, and with modeft 
Came to the altar, Avherefhe kneel'd; and, faint-like, 
Caft her fair eyes to heav'n, and pray'd devoutly. 
Then rofe again, and bowM her to the people: 
When by the Archbiftiop of Canterbury^ 

Sh' had all the royal makings of a Qj^een ; . 
As holy oil, Edward Confeflbr's Crown, 
The rod, and bird of peace, and all fuch emblems 
Laid nobly on her: which performed, the choir. 
With all the choiceft mufic of the kingdom. 
Together fung Te Deum. So (he parted, 
And with the fame full ftate pac'd back agaip 
To York-Place^ where the feaft is held. 

1 Gen, You muft no more call ilTork-Place, that's paft» 
For fince the Cardinal fell, that title's loft, 

'Tis now the King's, and calTd Whitehall, 

: 3 Gen, I know it : 

iut 'tis fo lately altered, that the old name 
Is frefli about me. 

2 Gen, What two rev'rend biftjops 

Were thofe, that went on each fide of the Qiieen ? 

3 Gen. Stokejly and Gardiner; the one of Winchejier^ 
Newly preferr'd from the King's Secretary: 

The other, London, 

2 Gen, He of Winchejler 

Is held no great good lover of th' Archbiftiop, 
The virtuous Cranmer, 

3 Gen, All the land knows that: 

However, yet there's no great breach; when't comes, 
Cranmer will find a friend will not flirink from him. 
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2 Gen. Who may that be, I pray you ? 

3 G^n. Thomas Cromwell., 

A man in much elleerawith th' King, and, truly, 
A worthy friend. The King has made him 
Matter o'th' jewel-houfe. 
And one, already, of thd privy-council, 

2 Gen. He will deferve more. 

3 Gen. Yes', without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, you (hall go my way, ' 

Which is to th' Court, and there fliall be my guefts : \ 
Something I can command ; as I walk, thither, 
I'll tell ye more. 

Both, You may command us, Sir. [Exeunt, 

SCENE 11. 

Changes to Kimbohon. 

Enter Catharine Doxikiger., fick., led between Griffith her 

gentleman njher., and Patience her woman. 
Grif. T T O W does your Grace ? 

JLl Cath.O, Grj^z^A, Tick to death-: ' . 

My legs, like loaded branches, bow to th' earth. 
Willing to leave their burden: reach a chair — 
So — now,methinks, I feel a liltle eafe, [Sitting dcwn. 
Didft thou not tell me, Griffith^ as iliou led'ft me. 
That the great child of honour, Cardinal Wolfey^ 
Was dead ? | 

Gr//". Yes, Madam; but I think, your Grace, > 

Out of the pain you fuffcr'd, gave no ear to't. • 

taih. Pr'ythee, good Grijfilh, tell me "how he dy'd. 
If well, he (iept before me happily, * 

For my example. 

Grif. Well, the voice goes, Madam. 
For after the flout Earl oi Northnmberland 
Arrelled him at Yotk. and brought him forward 
(As a man forely tainted) to his anfwcr, 
He fell Tick fuddcniy, and grew fo ill 
■f-Je could not fi.t his mule. 

. Calk: 
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.Cath, Ala&,;poor man! 
' Grif, At laft, with eafy roads he came to Leijler; 
Lodg'd in; the Abbey; where the revVend Abbot, 
With all his Convent, honourably veceivM him ; 
To whom he gave thefe words, "* O father Abbot, 
"An old man, broken with the ftorms of ftatc, 
'^ Is come, to lay his weary bones among y& ; 
*' Give him a little earth for charity !'' 
So went to bed", where eagerly his ficknefs 
Piirfu'd him ftill, and three nights after this. 
About the hour of eight, (which he himfelf 
Foretold, Ihould be his iaft), full of repentance. 
Continual meditations, tears land forrows, 
He gave his honours to the world again. 
His blelTed part to heav'n, and llept in peace. 

Cath, So may he reft, his faults lie gently on him J 
Yet thus far, Griffith^ give me leave to fpeak hinx, 
And yet with charity; he was a man 
Of an unbounded ftomach, ever ranking 
Him Ceil f with Princes : one, that by fuggeftion 
Ty'd all 4he kingdom; fimony was fair play : 
His own opinion was his law. Tth' Prefencc 
He would fay xmtruths, and be ever double 
Both in his words and meaning. He was never. 
But where he meant i!o ruin, pitiful. 
His promifes vvere^ as he then was^ miglity ; 
But his' perfofmance, as he now is, nothing. 
* Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The c\cxgy ill example. 

GriJ, Noble madam, 
Men's evil manners live in brafs, their virtues 
We write in water. May it plcafe your Highnefs 
To hear me fpeak his good now? 

Calh, Yes, good Griffith, ' 
I were malicious elfe. 

Gr//". This Cardinal, 

* Of his own lody he was ill, — ] i. e. he abufcd bis Bodyty Intciw- 
pcrancc and Luxury. 

Vol. VI. S ^'^^ 
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Though from an humble ftock, undoubtedly 

Was fafliion'd to much honour, from his cradle ; 

He was a fcholar, and a ripe and good one; • 

Exceeding wife, fair fpoken, and perfuading ;! 

Lofty and four to them, that lov'd him not : 

But to thofe men, that fought him^ fweet as fummer. 

And though he were unfitisfy' d in getting, 

(Which was a fin) yet in beftdwing, Mldam, 

He was moft princely : Ever witnefs for him 

Thofe twins of learning that he rais'd in you, 

Ipfwich and Oxford! one of whi<th fell with hi«i. 

Unwilling to out-live the good he did it : 

The other, though unfinilh'd, yet fo faiinous. 

So excellent in art, and ftili fo rifing, 

That Chriftendom fliall ever fpeak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap'd happinefs upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himfelf, 

And found the blcffednefs of being little: 

And to add greater honours to his age 

Than man could give bira, he dy'd, fearing God* 

Cath* After my death I wifli no other herald. 
No other fpeaker of my living adions. 
To keep mine honour from_ corruption, 
By fuch an honeft chronicler as Griffitk, 
Whom I moft hated living, thou hall made me. 
With thy religious truth and modefly. 
Now in his aihes honour. Peace be with him I 
Falicnce^ be near me ftill, and fet me lower. 
I have not long to. trouble thee. Good Griffith^ 
Caufe the muficians play me that fad note, 
I najn'd my knell ; whilft I fit meditating 
On that celeftial harmony I golto. 

Sadandfoiemn mufic, 

Grif. She is afleep: good wench, let's fit down 
quiet. 
For fear we wake her. Softly, gentle Patience. 

The 
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The vifion. Enter Jolemnly one after another^ Jix perfon- 
ages^ clad in white robes^ wearing on their heads gar- 
lands of bays ^ and golden vizards on their faces ; branches 
of bays ^ or palm in their hands, they firji congee unto 
her, then dance; and, at certain changes, the Jirji two 
hold afpare garland over her head; at which, the other 
four, make revrtndcurCfies, Then the two, that held the 
garland, deliver the fame to the oth^r next two; who ob- 
ferve the fame order in their changes, and holding the 
garland over her head: Which done, they deliver the fame 
garland to the laji two^ who likewife ohferve the fame or^ 
der : (At which, as it were by infpiration, fhe makes in 
her fleep figiis of rejoicing, and holdeth up her hands to 
heaven.) Andfo in their dancing vanifh, carrying the 
garland with them. The mufic continues, 

Cath, Spirits of peace ; where are ye ? are ye gone ? 
And leave me here in wretchednefe behind yc ? 

Grif Madam, we're here. 

Cath, It is not you I call for; 
Saw ye none enter^ fince I flept ? 

Grif None, Madam* 

Cath, No ? faw ye not e'en now a bleffed troop 
Invite me to a banquet, whofe bright faces 
Caft thoufand beams upon me, like the fun ? 
They promised me eternal happinefs 
And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear: I fliall affuredly. 

Grif 1 am moft joyful, Madam, fuch good dreams 
Poirefs your fancy. 

Cath, Bid the mufic leave, 
^Tis harfli and heavy to me. [Mufic ceafes. 

Pat. Do you note. 
How much her Grace is alter'd on the fudden ? 
How long her face is drawn? how pale (he looks, 
And of an earthly cold? obferve her eyes. 

Grif. She is going, wench. Pray, pray, 

Fat. Heav'n comfort her .' 

S 2 1?."(\Vvr 
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Enter a Meffengcr. 

Mef, A n't like your Grace 

Cath. You are a faucy fellow, 
Deferve we no more revVence ? 

Grif. You're to blame. 
Knowing, Ihe will not lofe her wonted grcatn^fs. 
To ufe fo rude behaviour. Go to, kneel. 

Mef. I humbly do intreat your Highnefs' pardon.: 
My hafte made me unmannerly. There is ftaying 
A orentleman, fent from the King, to fee you. 

^Cath. Admit him entrance, Griffith. But this fellow 
Let me ne'er fee again. [Exit Meffengtr, 

Enter Lord Capucius. • 

If my fight fail not. 

You fliouW be lord ambaffador from the Emperor 
My royal nephew; and your name Capucius. 
Cap. Madam, the fame, your fervant. 
Cath. O my lord, 
The times and titles are now alter'd ftrangcly 
With me, fince firft you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is your pleafure \vith me? 

Cap. Noble lady, 
Firft, mine own fervicc to your Grace; the next. 
The King's requelt that 1 would vifit you : 
Who grieves much for your weaknefs, and by me 
Sends you his princely commeadations, 
And heartily intreais you take good comfort. 

Cath. O, my good lord, that comfort comes too late; 
'Tis like a pardon after execution ; 
That gentle phyfic, giv'r;,in time, had cur'd me; 
But now Tm paft all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his Highnefs ? 

Cap. Madam, in good health. 
Cath. So may he ever do, and ever flourifh, 
When 1 Ihall dwell vi^^th worms, and my poor name 
Banifh'd the Kingdom ! Patience, is that letter, 
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I caus'd you write, yet fent away? 

Fat. No, Madam. 

Cath, Sir, I muft humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the Kin^. 

Cap. Mod willing. Madam. 

Cath. In which I have commended to his goodn^fs 
The model of our chafte loves, his young daughter ; 
(The dews of heav'n fall thick in bleflTings on her!) 
Befeeching him to give her virtuous Breeding, 
(She's young, and of a noble raodeft nature; 
1 hope, file will deferve well) and a little 
To love her for her mother s fake, that lov'd him, 
Heav*n knows, how dearly f my next poor petition 
Is,, that his noble Grace would have fome pity 
Upon my wretched women, that fo long 
Have folio w'd both ray fortunes faithfully; 
Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 
(And now I (hould not lie) but well deferve, 
For virtue and true beauty of the foul, 
For honefty and decent carriage, 
A light good hufbandj let him be a noble : 
And, fine, thofe men are happy, that fliall have 'cm. 
The laft is for my men; they are the pooreft, 
But poverty could never draw 'em from mo; 
That they may have their wages duly paid 'emy 
And fomething over to remember me. 
If heav'n had pleas'd to've giv'n me longer life 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 
Thefe are the whole contents. And, good my lord. 
By that you love the deareft in this world. 
As you wifti chriflian peace to fouls departed. 
Stand thefe poor people's friend, and urge the King. 
To do me this laft right. 

Cap, By heav'n, I will; 
Or let me lofe the faihion of a man ! 

Cath. I thank you, haneft lord. Remember .me 
In all huHMlity unto bis Highnefs ; 
And tell him, his long trouble nov* \^ ^^^vci% 
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Out of this world. Tell him, in: death I bleft himy 
For fo I will — mine eyes grow dim. Farewei, 

My lord Griffith^ farewei nay, Patience,. 

You muft not leave me yet. I muft to bed 

Call in more women — When I'Bafdead, good wench. 
Let me be us'd with honour ; ftrew me over 
With maiden flowVs, that all the world may know 
1 was a chafte wife to my grave : embalm 'me, 
Then lay me forth ; although unqueen'd, yet like 
A Queen, and daughter to a King, inter me. 
I can no mare-^ • [ExeurU^ leadmg Caihariner 



ACT V. S GENE L 

Before /A<r P A L A C E. 

l^nter Gardiner Bijhop of Wincbcflcr, a Page xvith a 
torch before kim^ met by Sir Thomas Level. 

Gardiner. 

IT'S one o'clock, boy, Is't ncyt ? 
Boy. It hath ftruck. 

Gard, Thcfe (hould be the hours for neceflities. 
Not for delights; times, to repair our nature 
With comforting repofe, and not for us 
To wafte thefe times. Good hour of night. Sir Thomas; 
Whither fo late? 

Lov, Came you from the King, my lord ? 

Gard, 1 did. Sir Thomas, and left him at Primero 
With theDukeof5ttfo/)fe. 

L&v, I muft lo him too, 
Before he go to bed. Til take my leave. 

Gard. Not yet, Sir Thomas Lovel; what's the matter ? 
It feems, you are in hafte; And if there be 
No ^eat offence belongs to't, give your friend 
Some touch of your late buGnefs. Affairs, that walk 
(As they fay^ fpirits do^\ ^x. xoidm^x., Vva.ve 

\^ 
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In them a wilder nature* than the bufiuefs 
That feeks difpatch by day. 

Lm)^ My lord, I love you : 
And durft commend a fecret to your ear [hour. 

Much weightier than this work. The Qiieen^s in la- 
They fay, in great extremity 5 'tis fear'd, 
She-il with the labour end. * 

Gard, The fruit flie goes v^ith 
f pray for heartily, that it may find 
Good time, and live ; but for the flock, Sir Thomas^ 
I wifti it grubb'd up now. 

Lov. Methinks, I could 
Cry the Ameii ^ and yet my coirfcience fays, 
She's a good creature, and (fwect lady) docs 
Deferve our better wilhcs. 

Gard, But, Sir, Sir 

Hear me, Sir Thomas You're a gentleman 

Of mine own way ; I know you wife, religious ; 
And let me tell you, it will ne'er be well, 
'Twill not. Sir Thomas Lovely takc't of me, 
'Till Cranmer^ Cromwell^ her two hands, and flic, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov, Now, Sir, you fpeak of two 
The moft remarked i'th' kingdom ; as for Cromwell^ 
BeGde that oF the jewel-houfe, he's made mafter 
O' th' Rolls, and the King's Secretary : Further, 
Stands in the gap and tread for more preferments. 
With which the time will load him. Th' Archbiftiop 
Is the King's hand, and to&gue; and who dare fpeak 
One fyllabie againft him? 

Gdrd. Yes, Sir Thomas, 
There are that dare ; and I myfelf have ventured 
To fpeak my mind of him ; indeed, this day, 
(Sir, I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incens'd the loTds:o' th' Council, that he is 
(P'or (o I know he is, they knov/ he is) 
A moft arch heretic, a peftilence 
That does infeft the land; with v^IvvOex vVv^-^ to-w ^^ 

84 ^-^^^ 
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Hare brokcti with the King ; who haih fa far 
Giv'n ear to our complaint, of his great Grace 
And princely care, forefeeing thofe fell mifchiefs 
Our reafons laid before him; he hath commanded. 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. Hz's a rank'weed. Sit Thomas, 
AnS we muft root him out. From your affairs 
I hinder you too long: good-night, Sir Thomas, 

[Ex4unt GTLTd'meT and Page, 

Lov. Many good nights, my lord ; I reft your 

Servant. [Exit Loveh 

SCENE II. 

Changes to an Apartment in the V A L A C E. 
E7iUr King and Suffolk.. 

\ng. /^HA RL ES^ I will play no more to-night; 
My mind's not on' t, you are too hard for me, 

5t//. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

King. But litde, CharkP; 
Nor fhall not, v^licu my fancy's on my play. 

Re-enter Lov^l. 
Now, Lovely from the Queen what is the news ? 

Lov. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I fcnt your meffage; \vho returned her thanks 
In grcateft huniblenefs, and begged your Highnefs 
Moft heartily to pray for her, 

JCin^. What fay'ft thou!. ha! 
To pray for her! what! is fhe crying out ! [made 

Lov. So faid her woman, and that her fufF'rance 
Almoft each pang a death. 

King. Alas, good lady ! 

Siif. God fafely quit her of her burden, and 
With gende travel, to the gladding of 
Your Highnefs with an heir ! . 

Amg. Tis midnight, C/ikiW«; 
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Pr'ythee, to bed; and in thy pray'rs remember 
Th' eftate of my poor Queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I muft think of that, which company 
Would not be friendly to. 

Suf, I wifli your Highnefs 
A quiet night, and my good miflrefs will 
Remember in my prayers. 

King. Charles^ d, good night: [Exit Suffolk. 

Well, Sir, what follows ? 

Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Lenny. Sir, I have brought my lord the Archbifhop, 
As you commanded me. 

King, Ha ! Canterbury I 

Denny. Yea, my good lord. 

King. 'Tis true — where is he, Denny T 

Denny. He attends your Highnefs' pleafure. 

King. Bring him to us. [Exit Denny.- 

Lov. This is about that, which the Bifhop fpakc; 

I am happily come hither. [Afidei 

Enter Granmer and Denny. 

King. Avoid the Gallery, [Lowtlfeemeth tojlay. 

Ha ! 1 have faid be gone. 

What ! [Exeunt Lovel and Denny. 

S G E N E III. 

Cran. T Am fearful: wherefore frowns he thus? 
JL 'Tis his afpe<9 of terron All's not well. 

King. How now, my lord? you do defireto know. 
Wherefore I fent for you. 

Cran. It is my duty 
T' attend your Highnefs' pleafure. 

King. Pray you, rife ; 
My good and gracio-us lord of Canterbury r 
Gome, you and I muft walk a turn together: 
I've news to tell you. Gome, give me your hand.^ 
Ah, ray good lord, I grieve at what I fpeak ; 
And am right forry to repeat what follows^ 
I have, and raoft unwillme\v.j o^\^\.^ 

S «; VV^^-^^ 
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Heard many grievous, I do fay, my lord. 
Grievous complaints of you ; which being confider'd. 
Have mov'd us and our Council, that you fhall 
This morning come before us; where I know. 
You cannot with fuch freedom purge yourfelf. 
But that, till further trial, in thofe charges 
Which will require your anfwer, you muft take 
Your patience to you, and be well contented 
To make your houfe our Tower: You a brother of us, 
It fits we thus proceed; or elfe no witnefs 
"Would corhe againft you. 

Cran, I humbly thank your Highnefs, 
And am right glad to catch this good occafion 
Mod throughly to be winnow'd, where my chafF 
And coin fhall fly afunder* For, I know. 
There's none ftands under more calumnious tongues 
Than I myfelf, poor man. 

King. Stand up, good Canterbury; 
Thy truth and thy integrity is rooted 
In us, thy friend. Give my thy hand, ftand up ; 
Pr'ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy dame. 
What manner of man are you? my lord^ I look'd,^ 
You would have given me your petition, that 
1 fhould have ta'en fome pains to bring together 
Yourfelf and your accufers, and have heard you. 
Without indurance further. 

Cran. Mo ft dread Liege, 
The good I liand on is my truth and honefty : 
If they fhall fall, I with mine enemies 
Will triumph o'er my perfon; which I weigh not, |j 
Being of thofe virtues vacant. I fear nothing J 

What can be faid againfl me. ' 1 

King, Know you not [world ? ' 

Plow your flate flands i'th' world, with the whole 
Your foes are many, and not fmall ; their pra<5ices 
Mufl bear the fame proportion; and not ever 
The juflice and the truth o' th' queflion carries 
The due o' th' verdid with it. At what eafe 
Might corrupt minds pTocxiTt V"vx"a.Nt^ "Si^ ^'2>\\>\>^\. 
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To fwear agairift you ? fuch things Jiave been done. 
You're potently oppos-d ; and with a raalice 
Of as great fize. . Ween you of better luck, 
I mean, in perjur'd witnefs, than your mafter, 
Whofe minifter you are, while here he liv*d 
Upon this naughty earth ? go to, go to, 
Yoti take a precipice for no leap of danger, 
And woo your own deftru&ion. 

Crdn. God and your Majefly 
•Proteft mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

King, Be of good cheer ; 
They Ihall no more prevail, than we give way to : 
Keep cdmfort to you, and this morning fee 
You do appear. before, them. If they chance. 
In charging you with matters, to commit you; 
The belt perfualions to the contrary. 
Fail not to ufe; and with what vehemency 
Th' occafion (hall inftrud you. If intreaties 
-Will render you no remedy, this Ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. Look, the good man weeps? 
He's honcft, on mine honour. God's bleft mother J 
I fwear, he is true-hearted; .and a foul 
None better in my kingdom. Get you gone, 
And do as I have bid you. [Exit Cranraer. 

H'as ftrat)gled all his language in his tears. 
Enter an did Lady, 

Gen, [Within.] Comeback.; what mean you? 

Lady, I'll not come back: the tidings that I bring 
Will make my boldnefs manners. Now good angels 
Fly o'er thy royal head, and fliade thy pcrfon 
Under their bleffed wings ! 

King, Now, by thy looks 
I guefs thy mefTage. Is the Queen deliver'd ? 
Say, ay; and of a boy. 

Lady, Ay, ay, my Liege; 
And of a lovely boy, th<i God o^Yv^-aN'xv 
Both now and ever blefs Vier \ — 'm tx- ^vt\, 

a 6 ^^"^ 
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Promifes boys hereafter. Sir, your Queen 
Defires your vifitation ; and to be 
Acquainted with this ftranger; 'tis as like you^ 
As cherry is to cherry* 

King. Lovel- — -- 

Lov. Sir. 

King. Give her an hundred marks.- I'll to the- 
Queen. [Exit King. 

Lady, An hundred marks I by this light. Til ha' 
An ordinary groom is for fuch payment* [more. 

I will have more, or fcold it out of him. 
Said I for this, the girl was like him ? I'll 
Ha,ve more, or elfe unfay t : pow;, while 'tis hot, 
rU put it to the iffue. [Exit Ladf. 

s c E N E IV. 

Before ^Atf Council- chamber. 

Enter Cranmer. 

Cran. T Hope, I'm not too late; and yet the gen tie- 

A man. 

That was fent to me from the Cpuncil, pray'd me 
To make great bafle. All faft ? what means this? 
Who waits there? fure, you know me? , [hoa? 
Enter Door-Keeper. 
D. Keep. Yes, my lord ;. 
But yet I cannot help you. ^ 

Cran. Why? [for. 

D. Keep. Your Grace muft wait, 'till you be call'd 
Enter DoBor Butts. 

Cran. So 

Butts. This is a piece of malice : I am gla<i, 
I came this way fo happily. The King 
Shall underfland it prefently. [Esit Butts, 

Cran. • 'Tis Butts^ 
The King's phyfician; as he paft along^ 
How earneftly he caft his eyes upon me ! 
Ppay ijeav'n, he found not m^j ^\^'^X'a.c^\ ^q>\ cettaia. 
This is of piirpofc laid bv ![Q^\tv^ v\i'a.\.\v3X^ 'k^^^ 
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(God turn their hearts ! I never fought their malice) 
To quench^ mine honour : they would fliame to make 

me 
Wait elfe at door : a fellow-counfellor, [fares 

'Mong boys and grooms and lackeys i but their plea- 
Muft be fulfiird, and I attend with patience. 
Enter the King and Butts, at a window above. 

Butts, ril ftiew your Grace the (Iran geft fight- 

King. What's that, Butts ? 

Butts. I think, your Highnefs faw this many a day. 

King. Body O;' vac : where is it ? 

Butts. There, my lord : 
The high promotion of his Grace of Canterbury^ 
Who holds his ftatc at door 'mongft purfuivauts^ 
Pages, and foot-boys. 

King. Ha ! 'tis he, indeed. 
Is this the honour they do one another? 
Tis well, there's one above 'em yet; I thought^ 
They'd parted fo much Honefty among 'em, 
At leaft, good manners; as not thus to fuffer 
A man of his place, and fo near our favour. 
To dance attendance on their lord/hips' plcafures-; 
And at the door too, like a poll with packets. 
By holy Mary^ Butts^ there's knavery ; 
LeL'em alone, and draw the curtain clofe. 
We fliall hear more anon. 

SCENE V. 

The COUNCIL. 

A council-table brought in with chairs andjleols^ and placed 
under thejiate. EjUer Lord Chancellor^ places him/elf 
at the upper end of the table on the left hand: A feat be- 
ing left void above him, as for the Archbijhop <?/* Can- 
terbury. Duke 0/ Suffolk, Duke ^/Norfolk, Surrey, 
Lord Chamberlain, and Gzrdincv.feat them/elves in order 
on eachjide. Cromwell at the lower end, as Secretarf^ 

Chan. O PEAK to the bufmek,Mi*?ie.cttx^\^\ " 
«3 Why are wc met iu ComticW'^ 
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Cfom, Pleafe your Honours, 
The caufe concerns his Grace of Canterbury, 

Gard. Has he had'knowledge of it ? 

Croni, Yes. 

Nor, Who wans there ? 

1). Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 

Gard. Yes. 

D. Keep. My lord Archbiftiop ? 
And has done half an hour, to know your pleafures. 

Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your Grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the council-tahle. 

Chan. My good lord Archbifhop, Fm very forry 
To lit here at this prefent, and behold 
That chair ftand empty : but we are all men 
In our own natures frail, and capable 
Of frailty, few are angels; from which frailty 
And want of wifdam, you, that beft (hould teach ws. 
Have mifdemean'd yourfelf, and not a little : 
Toward the King firft, then his Laws, in filling 
The whole realm, by your teaching and your chap- 
(For fo we are informed) with new opinions [lains, 
Divers and dangerous, which are herefies ; 
And, not reformed, njay prove pernicious. 

Gard. Which ret'orrnation muft be fudden too, 
My noble lords ; for thofe, that tame wild horfes. 
Pace 'em not in their hands to make 'em gentle; 
But ftop their mouths with ftubborn bits, and fpur 'em, 
'Till they obey the manage. If we fuffer 
(Out of our eafinefs and childiCi pity 
To one man's honour) this contagious ficknefs, 
Farewel all phyfic : and what follows then ? 
Commotjions, uproars, with a general taint 
Of the whole flate : as of late days our neiglihours 
The upper Germany can dearly witnefs, 
Yet frefhly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progrefs 
Both of my life and oSvct^l V\^\t l-aJooWd 
(And with no little ftud^^ vWt m^ 'i^-^tVY^x'^, 
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And the firong courfe of my Authority^ 
Might go one "way, and fafely ; and the end 
Was ever to do well : nor is there living 
(I fpeak it with a fingle heart, my lords) 
, A man that more detefts, more flirs againft, 
(Both in his private confcience and his place) 
Defacers of the public peace, than I do. 
Pray heav'n, the King may never find a heart 
With lefs allegiance in it ! Men that make 
Envy and crooked malice nouriftiment, 
Dare bite the beft. I do befeech your lord(hip«. 
That, in this cafe of juftice, my accufers, 
Be what they will, may fland forth face to face. 
And freely urge againft me. 

Suf, Nay, my lord. 
That cannot, be ; you are a counfellor, 
And by that virtue no man dare accufe you. [ment, 

Gard, My lord, becaufe weVe bufinefs of more mo- 
We will be fliort wi'you. 'Tig his Highnefs' pleafure. 
And our confent, for better trial of you. 
From hence you be committed to the Tower; 
Where, being but a private man again. 
You fliall know, many dare accufe you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran, Ay, my good lord of Winchejler^ I thank you. 
You're always my good friend; if your will pafs, 
I (hall both find your lordftiip judge and juror. 
You are fo merciful. I fee your end, 
'Tis my undoing. Love and meeknefs, lord. 
Become a churchman better than ambition : 
Win ftraying fouls with modefly again, 
Gaft none away. That I (hall clear myfelf, 
(Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience) 
I make as little doubt, as you do confcience 
In doing daily wrongs. ] could fay more, 
But rev'rence to your Calling makes me raodeft. 

Gard, My lord, my lord, you are a fedary. 
That's the plain truth ; your painted ^loC& dvC^^s^^-^^ 
To men that underftand yoUj'wotd^ ^xv^\h^^xv^^^* 
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Crom, My lord of Winchejier^ you are a little. 
By your good favour, too fharp; men fo noble, 
However faulty, yet Cbould find refpeca 
For what they have been : 'tis a cruelty 
To load a falling man. 

Gard. Good Mr. Secretary, 
I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worft 
Of all this table, fay fo. 

Crom. Why, my lord ? 

Gard. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new feft ? ye are not found. 

Crom. Not found ? 

Gard. Not found, I fay, 

Crom. "Would you were half fo honeft 1 
Men's prayers then would feek you, not their fears. 

Gard, I (ball remember this bold language. 

Crom. Do. 
Remember your bold life too. 

Cham. This is too much; 
Forbear for fhame, my lords. 

Gard. I've done.^ 

Crom. And I. 

Cham, Then thus for you^ my lord : it (lands agreed, 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith 
You be conveyed to th' Tower a prifoner ; 
There to remain, 'till the Kinj^j's further pleafure. 
Be known unto us* Are you all agreed, lords ? 

All. We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy. 
But I muft needs to ili' Tower^ my lords ? 

Gard. What other 
Would you expedl ? you're ftrangely trouhlcfome t 
Let fome o'th.' Guard be ready there. 
Enter the Guard, 

Cran. For me ? 
Muft I go like a traitor then ? 

Gard. Receive him. 
And fee him fafe i ih' iVoer. 
Cran. Stay, good m^y \oid^^ 
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I have a little yet to fay. Look there, lords ; 
By virtue of that Ring, I take my caufe 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a moft aoble judge, the King my mafter. 

Cham, This is the King's Ring. 

Sur, 'Tis no counterfeit. 

Suf, Tis his right Ring, by beay'n^ I told ye all. 
When we firft put this dangVous lione a rolling, 
'Twould fall upon ourfelves. 

Nor. D'you think, my lords. 
The King will fufFer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 

Cham, 'Tis now too certain. 
How much more is his life in value with him? 
'Would I were fairly out on't. 

Crom, My mind gave me. 
In feeking tales and informations 
Againft this man, whofe honefly the devil 
And his difciples only envy at. 
Ye blew the fire that burns yc; now have at ye. 

SCENE VI. 

Enter King ^frowning on them; takes his feat. 

Card, THREAD Sov'reign, how much are we 

JlJ bound 10 heav'n 
In daily thanks, that gave us fuch a Prince ; 
Not only good and wife, but moft religious : 
One, that in all obedience makes the Church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and to ftrengthcn 
That holy duty, out of dear refpeft. 
His royal felf in judgment comes to hear 
The caufe betwixt her and this great offender. 

King, You're ever good at fudden commendations, 
Bifliop of Winchejler, Bult know, I come not 
To hear fuch flatteries now: and in my prefence 
They are too thin and bafe to hide offences. 
To me you cannot reach : you i^lvj \.\\^ V^-ax3L\^> 
And think with wagging oE voui \.otv'^>\^ ^^o hCyiv ts^r."- 
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But whatfoe'cr thou tak'ft me for, Tm fure. 

Thou baft a cruel nature, and a bloody. 

Good raan, fit down : now let me fee the proudeft 

[To Gran. 
He, that dares moft, but wag his finger at thee. 
By all that's holy, he had better ftarve. 
Than but once think, this place becomes thee not. 
Sur, May't pleafe your Grace. — - — 
King, No, Sir, it does not pleafe me. 
I thought,-! had had men of forae underftanding 
And wifdom, of my Council; but I find none. « 
Was it difcretion, lords, to let this man. 
This good man, (few of you deferve that title) 
This honeil man, wait like a loWfy foot-boy 
At chamber-door, and one as great as you are? 
Why, what a fhame was this ? did my comroiilion 
Bid ye fo far forget yourfelves ? I gave ye 
PowV, as he was a eounfellor to try him ; 
Not as a groonfi. There's fome of ye, I fee. 
More out of malice than integrity. 
Would try him to the utmoft, had ye means ; 

^.Yhich ye Ih^U p^ver hiaye, whik 1 4o live, [Grace 

Cham, My moft dread Sovereign, may it like your 
To let my tongue excufe all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his imprifonment, was rather, 
' If there be faith in men, meant for his trial. 
And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 
I'm fure, in me. 

King. Well, well, my lords, refpeft him r 
Take him, and ufe him well ; he's worthy of it. 
I will fay thus much for him, if a Prince 
May be beholden to a fubjeft, I 
Am, for his love and fervice, fo to hitn. 
Make me no more ado, but all embrace him : [hurj, 
Be friends for ftiame, my lords. My lord of Canter^ 
I have a fuit which you muft not deny mc. 
There is a fair young maid, that yet wants baptifm : 
Fou muft be godtaihei^ ^.xi^ ^.w^^^x iox her. 
Cra'n. The greateft moxi^xeV xiov^ -aXvN^ xs^tl-^ s^^v^ 
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^ In fucfe an honour; how may I deferve it, 
That am a poor and bumble fubjeft to you ? 

King, Come, come, my lord, you'd fpare your 
fpoons : you fliall have 
Two noble partners with you : the old Dutchefs 

0£ Norfolk, and the lady Marquefs Dorjet 

Once more, my lord of Wineheftier^ I charge you 
Embrace and love this man. 
Gard. With a true heart 
And brother's love I do it- 
/ Cran. And let heaven 
. Witnefs, how dear I hold this confirmation. [heart: 
King, Good man, thofe joyful tears (hew thy true 
i The common voice, I fee, is verify'd 
\ Of thee, which fays thus : do my lord of Canterbury 
But one fbrewd turn, and he's your friend for even 
Come, lords, we trifle time away : I long 
To have this young one made a chriftian. 
fAs I have made ye one, lords, one remain : 
LSo I grow ftronger, you more honour gain. \^Exeuni. 

SCENE vn, 

The Palace-yard. 

Noife and tumult within : Enter Porter and his man. 
Port. '\7 OU'LL leave your noife anon, ye rafcals; 
JL do you take the Court for Pam Garden? 
ye rude flaves, leave your gaping. 

Within. Good Mr. Porter, I belong to th' larder. 

Port, Belong to the gallows and be hang'd, ye 
rogue : is this a place to roar in ? fetch me a dozen 
crab-tree ftaves, and Orong ones ; thefe are but 
fwilches. — To 'em. I'll fcratch your heads; you 
muft be feeing chriftnings ? do you look, for ale and 
cakes here, you rude rafcals? 

Man. Pray, Sir, be patient; 'tis as much impoffible 
(Unlefs we fwept them from the doors with cannons) 
To fcatter 'era, as 'tis to make 'em fleep 
On May-day morning; which >n\\\ ti^vtx \it \ 
We may as well pufli againft Paul's, ^^ ftSx ""^-wx. 
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J\?r/.How got they in, and be hang'd? 

Man. Alas, I know not; how gets the tide in? 
As much as one found cudgel of four foot 
(You fee the poor remainder) could dilkibute, 
I made no fpare. Sir. 

Fort. You did nothing, Sir. 

Man. I am not Samp/on^ nor Sir Guy, nor Colebrand^ 
to mow 'em down before me ; but if I fpar'd any that 
had a head to hit, cither young or old, he or flic, 
cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me never hope to fe^ 
a chine again ; and that I would not for a cow, God 
fave her. 

Within. Do you hear, Mr. Porter ? 

Port. I fhall be with you prefently, good Mr. Puppy. ^ 
Keep the door clofe, firrah. ' 

Man. What would you have me do? 

Port. What fhould you do, but knock 'em dowA 
by the dozens? is this Moorfields to mufler in? or 
have we fomeftrangeln^/an with the great tool come' 
to Court, the women fo befiege us ? blefs mc I what 
a fry of fornication is at the door? on my chriftian^ 
CoiifcieUce, this bnfichriunitigwlU beget a thoufandA 
here will be father, god-father, and all together. 

Man. The fpoons will be the bigger. Sir. There 
is a fellow fomewhat near the door, he ftiould be a 
bralier by his faCe ; for, o' my confcience, twenty of 
the dog-days now reign in's rofe; all that iland 
about him are under the line, they need no other i 
penance: that fire-drake did I bit three times on the 1 
head^ and three times was his nofe difcharged againft 
me; he ftands there like a mortar-piece to blow us \ 
up. There was a haberdaflier's wife of fmall wit near ' 
him, that railed upon me 'till her pink'd porringer , 
fell off her head, for kindling fuch a combuftion in 
the ftatc. I mift the meteor once, and hit that wo- i 
man^ and cry'd out. Clubs I when I might fee from 
far fome forty truncheoneers,. dra^w to her fuccourj 
which were the hope oi \\\^ ?i\vcvAv vihere fhc. was 
quartered. They ieW oti\ \ ta*^^^ %^^^ vcc^ ^^•^'^'^n 
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|at length they came to th' broom-ftaff with mc, I 
defy'd 'em ftill ; when fuddenly a file of boys behind 
*" pm delivered fuch a (ho we r of pebbles, loofe fhot, 
lat I was fain to draw mine honour in, and let 'em 
^in the Work ; the devil was amongft 'em, I think, 
^furely. 

Port. Thefe are the youths that thunder at a play* 
lufe ; and fight for bitten apples; that no audi- 
be but the Tribulation of Tower- Hill, or the limbs 
rLimehoufe^ their dear brothers, are able to endure, 
liave fome of 'em in Limbo Patrum^ and there they 
fre like to dance th,efe three days ; befides the Tun- 
ing banquet of two beadles, that is to come. 
Enter Lord Chamberlain, 
Cham. Mercy o' me ! w^hat a multitude are here? 
ley grow ftill too ; from all parts they arc coming, 
Ls if we kept a fair. Where are thefe porters^ 
hefe lazy knaves ? ye've made a fine hand, fellows; 
There's a trim rabble let in; are all thefe 
Tour faithful friends o'th' fuburbs ? we fliall have 
TGreat ftore of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
(When they pafs back from th' chriftning ? 

Port. Pleafe your Honour, 
We are but men ; and what fo many may do, 
Not being lorn in pieces, we have done : 
x_ An army cannot rule 'em. 

""; Cham. As 1 live, 
.^ If the Kinoj blame me for't, Fll lay ye all 

By th' heels, and fuddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines for negled : y^are lazy knaves : 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye fhould do fervice. Hark, the trumpets found; 
I Th' are come already from the cliriftening ; 
Go break among the prcfs, and find a way out 
To let the troop pafs fairly ; or Til find 
A MarJJialJea, fiiall hold you play rhefe two months. 
Port. Make way for the Piincefs. 
Man. You great fellow, fland clofe up, or I'llTOw^kr^ 
your head ake. 
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Port. You i'th' camblet, get up o'th' rail, I'll pcct 
you o'er the pales elfe. [Exeunt. 

SCENE VIIL 

Changes to the Palace. 
Enter Trumpets founding ; then two Aldermen, Lord \ 
Major, Garter, Cranrner. Duie of Nor folk with hh 
MarJhdC s flaff, Duke 0/ Suffolk, two Noblemen bearirf 
great fianding bowls for the chriflning gifts; then fox 
Noblemen bearing a canopy, under which the Dutchek 
o/" Norfolk, god-mother^ bearing the child richly habited 
in a mantle. Sec. Train borne by a Lady: then follows^ 
the Mdrchionefs ofDorfet, the other god-mother , and I adiesi 
The troop pafs once about theftage, and Gdirlcr fpeaks, 

Gart.T TEAV'N, from thy endlefs goodnefs fend^ 

■JljL long life. 
And ever happy, to the high and mighty 
Princefs of England, fair Elizabeth ! 

Flouri/h. Enter King and Guard. 

Cran» And to your royal Grace and the good Queen, 
My noble partners and niyfelf thus pray; 
All comfort, joy, in this moft gracious lady. 
That heav'n e'er laid up to make parents happy. 
May houjly fall upon ye ! 

King. Thank you, good lord ArchbiDbop: ' 
What is her namePy j4 

Cran. Elizabeth. ^| 

King. Stand up, lord. 
With this kifs take my blefTmg: God proted thee. 
Into whofe hand I give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

King. My noble goffips, y' have been too prodigal, 
I thank you heartily : fo fiiall this lady, ^ ^ 

When fhe has fo much Engli/k. 

Cran, Let me fpeak. Sir; 
(For Heav'n now bids me) and the words I utter. 
Let none think flattery, for they'll find 'em truth. 
.ThJs royal Infant, (Jiea-vetv ft\Vl move ^ibout her) 
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iThough in her cradle, yet now promifes 
njpon this land a thoufand thoufknd bleflings, 
^ Vhich time Ihall bring to ripenefs. She (hall be 
[ut few or none living can behold that goodnefs) 

pattern to all Princes living with her, 
Lnd all that fhall fucceed. Sheha was never 
[ore covetuous of wifdom and fair virtue, 
|n this bleft foul fhall be. All Princely graces, 
Th^t mould up fuch a mighty piece as this, 
Wrfh all the virtues that attend the good, 
SIkuI ftill be doubled on her. Truth Ihall nurfe her: 
!ly and heav'nly thoughts flill counfel her: 

ihall be lovM and fearM. Her own fhall blefs her ; 
It foes fhake, like a field of beaten corn, 
Lnd hang their heads with forrow.- Good grows with 
I her days, ev'ry man fhall eat in fafety, [her. 

Ider his own vine, what he plants ; and (ing 
merry fongs of peace to all his neighbours. 
* fhall be truly known, and thofe about her 
[om her fhall read the perfed ways of honour, 
id claim by thofe their Greatnefs, not by blood. 
Jor fhall this peace fleep with her; but as when 
[he bird of wonder dies, the maiden Phoenix, 
tier afhes new create another heir, 
fAs great in admiration as herfelf'; 
lSo fhall (he leave her blefTednefs to one, [nefs) 

7hen heav'n (liall call her from this cloud of dark- . 
^ho from the facred afhes of her honour 
* Shall flar-like rife, as great in fame as fhe was, [rout, 
^ And fo (land fix'd. Peace, Plenty, Love, Truth, Ter- 
V That were the fervants to this chofen infant, 
L Shall then be his, and like a vine grow to him ; 
LWhere-ever the bright fun of heav'n fhall fhine, 
^His honour and the greatnefs of his name 
L Shall b6, and make new hations. He flia.ll floiarifh, 
[ And, like a mountain cedar, reach bis branches 
r To all the plains about him: children's children 
' Shall fee this, and blefs heav'n. 
King, Thou fpeakeft wonders. 

Cam. 
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Cran, She fhall be, to the happinefs oi England^ 
An aged Princefs; many days (hall fee her, 
And yet no day without a deed to crown it.. 
'Would, I had known no more ! but fhe muft dit. 
She niuft, the Saints niuft have her yet a Virgin; 
A moft unfpotted lily fhe (hall pafs 
To th' ground, and all the world fhall mourn her. 

King, O lord Archbifhop, 
Thou'ft made me now a man; never, before 
This happy child, did I get any thing. 
This oracle of comfort has fo pleas'd me. 
That when I am in heav'n, I flialldefire 
To fee what this child does, and praife my maker. 
I thank ye all. — To you, my good Lord Mayor,. 
And your good brethren, I am much beholden: 
I have received much honour by your prefence, 
And ye fhall find me thankful. Lead the way, lords 
Ye muft all fee the Queen, and fhe mufl thank ye, ^ 
She will be fick clfe. This day no man think, 
H'as bufinefs at his houfe, for all fhall flay ; 
This little one fliall make it holy day. [Excunty^ 

EPILOGUE. 

' Of^J 5 ten to one, this Flay can never pUafe 

-^ All that are here: fame come to take their taje^ 
And Jleep an a6l or two; hut thofe, we fear, M 

We^ve frighted with our trumpets : fo 'tir clear ^ ij 

They U fay, it's nought. Others, to hear the city ' 

Ahmd extremely, and to cry^ That's witty ! 
Whhh we have not done neither; that^ if^ar, 
All the expe^cd Good ware like to hear 
For this Flay at tM'tf time ^ is only in > • I 

The merciful^njlrudion of good women ; - 
(For [iMsh a one weffiewjljjtnjj^fjhej/j^^^ • - -^^r:.^ 
V AndfnyCthiU do; fF'tfww within- a wKite 
\ * All the befl men are oxns; for lis ill hap^ —^^ 

Jf ikey hold^ when their ladies hid ''em clap. 

The End o£ CV\t "^vx^vVNoXvimt. 



